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Exorcism 


Large  Johwish  or  tar  micute.  The  difference  is  in  hands, 
farmer’s  maws  and  surgeon’s  fingers,  sharing  one, 
sharing  and  always  loving  this  to  that,  that  to  this,  this 
to  him  who  cannot  do.  One  to  crush,  ja,  one  to  cut  so 
neatly  apart.  The  science  of  hands.  Winetint  of  bloody 
maw  sey  vialunt  dearth  and  soodenn,  and  you,  so  pale 
and  spindly,  ye  shall  be  haunted  by  his  dearth,  silver  as 
the  moon,  anemic  giant,  a  demon  gives  you  strength. 
Those  sunken  eyes  that  pierce.  .  .damn,  it’s  in  the  hands, 
the  hands,  the  meaty  slabs  upon  your  skinny  shoulders, 
I  have  failed,  Be  thou  dull.  .  .the  impositioning  of 
failure-fullgrown  from  the  darkest  womb  doth  it  bring 
forth  a  thickskulled  bore,  mad  to  frothing  whiskers 
chawed  by  fang.  Eck,  a  nick,  so  puckerish  is  the  sword’s 
healer,  there,  and  Coons  gone  bad.  Scutcha  scutcha 
scutcha,  ay  so  brothless  clean  and  parity’s  white  that 
makes  sin  squint,  it  is  so  bright.  Cooney’s  pack  there,  so 
weeds  agrowing  in  your  longs,  so  no,  no,  a  vincheon  sin 
it  is,  to  keel  yourself  so  showly.  Intonation  from  the 
thunderpoint  of  branne,  the  midpunt  lipse  after  flesh 
gang  blue  and  white,  and  sagebrush  etched  in  dull  grey 
sand--Be  thou  dull.  .  .bah,  never  you  mind,  Cooney, 
never  you  mind.  Tears  are  for  great  sorrows,  death,  the 
loss  of  lovers,  or  the  one  you  never  had;  a  trifling  matter 
here,  another  year,  ja,  and  more  relaxed,  more  time  to 
sit  and  stitch  those  dromme  frabicks  together.  Think  of 
it.  You  know  two  years  was  not  enough,  you  are  but 
twenty-four, '  horsebig  and  healthy,  another  year  and 
nothing  lost. 

— Funny  thing  the  way  whoards  come  two  days  later. 
Well,  see  ya  chap,  the  sun’s  almost  to  you,  and  then  it’s 
wake,  another  day,  another  day  for  blithey  bump  and 
batter  horts  forral.  Gad,  Cooney  got  his  Friday.  Unimag- 
able,  but  could  it  be,  could  it  all  have  been  facade,  all 
doubletalk  in  meter,  nonsense  in  verse?  Blank.  Blense  in 


nonverse. 


Aye!  that  crowing  trudgeon  troxt  my  branne 
Bludgeoned  with  all  bro thing  serrews  dopp 
Hath  split,  and  new  as  useless.  Come  hither, 

Fowling  boy,  and  breake  the  broxen’s  backe. 

Whech  spilling  where,  my  master  Coons?  He  has  explicated  that 
many  a  time,  vestal  virgin  squirming  in  his  maws,  beerfoam  in  red- 
beard  laughing  then  the  thundervoice  broke  from  out  his  belly. 
Failing,  nay,  inconceivable,  yet  conceived,  brought  to  fruition,  and 
buried,  the  full  grace  of  an  unwanted  pregnancy  bearing  black 
bouncing  boys,  Coons,  blackness  on  black  faces  drawn,  the 
organude  of  man  swanning  an  his  progenitides.  O  how  that  grand 
old  English  made  the  young  maids  croon,  ay,  inconceivable  to 
come  to  naught  after  so  many  nights  subsume,  subsist  yearn  drov¬ 
ing  duction  to  come  to  naught,  one  must  pray,  it  is  a  whorrid  land, 
and  thou  a  pilgrim  knows  the  rank  carnihility  of  two  on  a  bed  for 
one,  ah  then,  pray.  .  . 

Roiston,  allheiliger  aber  dorniger  Herroiston,  ja,  ja,  und  so 
zerstreut,  lightly  uptripping  uptropped  ordered  stonestair. 
Cracked,  the  seventh  step  of  null  twurning.  Stairway.  Accompa¬ 
nied  by,  o  say,  ahh.  .  .Odors,  multifarious,  soap,  shaving  cream, 
aftershave,  faint  winesmell  of  trapped  pipesmoke,  Various 
poltergeists-in-waiting,  three-in-number,  Strupthine,  Casamine,  and 
Dorn  Thwiesig,  A  mind  praying,  which,  swirling  encased  in  hedged 
stoneway  ever,  so  duteously  upbraids  shadowed  seams  there  of 
earth  and  stone  by  stepping  lightly.  .  .reveal,  reveal  the  secret  of 
the  sun  this  gronnish  day.  Pray  thou  in  addition  that  said  seventh 
step  is  pristinely  predesdained  to  so  forever  remain,  upstropped 
stumbler,  traitor  to  soles  stopdropping  up,  barker  of  shins:  sing 
praise: 

O!  he’s  a  very  wise  soule 
That  lams  the  very  first  time. 

Wherefore:  the  providencially-guided  doubleringed  and  -holed 
soule  of  Hahroiston  treads  upwards  over  said  linearly  faulted  pre- 
cipa  with  *nary  a  falter.  Wherefore:  said  antastonical  precipa  await 
poor  old  Coons,  who  never  misses. 

So  to  begin  in  good  form,  ein  wunderschones  singendes,  ah, 
voice  well  tuned.  On  a  Januar  day  lightly  uptripping  student  extra¬ 
ordinaire,  scrubbed  clean,  the  tips  of  his  pointy  ears  scrubbed  red, 
small  delicate  hands  onpulling  furred  suede  gloves,  backswinging 
jauntily  a  pink  and  green  scarf,  whose  tasseled  ends  pound  noise- 
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lessly  on  the  small  of  his  back.  Seven  foot  long  and  triple  woven: 
forced  his  skinny  shoulders  back,  it  did.  But  as  tall  as  Coons,  he 
was,  with  something  Coons  didn’t  have:  Roiston’s  scarf,  specially 
woven:  a  layer  of  gold,  the  second  of  silk,  the  final  of  chintz,  ja, 
ja,  so  it  simultaneously  sparkled  and  rusted.  Vom  Oktoberfest, 
vom  Hand  Hans  Woofwarf.  Only  42  Marke.  See  and  believe, 
mother.  .  .  Gandy?  Ummm?  Kann  ich  mit  die  Glockerei,  nay,  mit 
die.  .  .uh.  .shit,  so  that  began,  stuttering  speech  like  stone,  bird  in 
sky  with  broken  wing,  ah  yes,  and  Cooney  asleep,  who  got  his  Fri¬ 
day  and  lies  like  a  beached  whale  in  sagging  doublebed.  For  two 
entire  days  and  nights  thereof  he  lies  there,  unanswering  Roiston 
coming  hither  or  Roiston  going  hence,  lightly  uptripping,  pfumiing 
tokenly: 

O!  he’s  a  very  weise  soule 
When  laming  fills  his  mind. 

And  Cooney  still  asleep,  who  hired  a  witch  from  hometomb 
Springfield  last  summer.  Ah,  but  Roiston  lives  for  the  day  six 
months  hence,  wide  awok,  drossed  in  his  funnest  for  no  other 
reason  than  it  is  Sinday,  a  time  for  gaudery,  who  loffed,  to  be 
shear,  with  Cooney  over  mystical  quality  of  land,  Should  be  for¬ 
ever  fertile  once  titched  by  the  maw  of  witchery,  suckled  by  infer¬ 
nal  power,  ja,  ja,  and  she  found  the  spring,  says  Cooney.  Lala 
The  weird  old  bangey  and  her  pup 
Went  down  and  brought  the  water  up. 

In  a  cracking  monotone,  no  less,  the  golden  voice  gone  like 
wooden  too  longen  aged.  Foul  air,  and  so  the  hero  rasps,  but  in 
that  clearer  air  the  birds  of  heaven  sing  and  drown  this  tineless 
fop.  But  the  story,  Leo,  for  thine  pleasure.  Heaven’s  gift  refused 
by  Socroontes,  in  respite  of  which  heavens  dry  for  two  years  in 
toto  and  impasse:  Socroontes  refuses  to  nageesiate  with  almighty 
gods,  employs  witch  to  mediate  with  lower  plowers:  in  return  for 
which  frogid  bellronging  witter  he  must  do  four  nosty  deeds  each 
and  every  day.  So  said  he  who  got  his  Friday.  A  pleasant  tale, 
much  beerslop  soaked  in  tabled  elbows,  loffing,  beerfoam  on  furzy 
lower  catlip  law  layless  in  lieu 

Mr.  Socroontes,  what  wiss  Jimey’s  voice  of  Shooksphere? 

Killed  and  skewered,  sir. 

Keeled  and  scoured  wit? 

That  he  was.  Parhops  the  grind  of  his  furthest  sins  of  grote 
nephulous  grind  and  threefold  god  thereof  given,  I  believe. 
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Widyew  explains  thous  rinder  geneilogy? 

My  furthest  was  orish,  my  murther  was  half  blickish  on  account 
of  this:  the  offair  of  previous  sins  unwanted  and  sincest  therein. 
Her. 

We  are  straying,  Mr.  Socroontes. 

Well  sir,  one  black  sheep  leads  the  whole  ashtray,  butts  and  all, 
sir. 

Smily  squint  from  rolldeskchamber,  wherein  all  horrors  of  hier¬ 
archical  hunt  and  hammer  books  are  stowed.  Immer  peashant  with 
winetint  of  etched  Irish  veins  drawn  across  face  like  kickedin  barn- 
wall.  Horsemurmurred  haysmelling  failure,  kickedin  the  balls. 
Sproink  on  the  bed  all  half-dressed  of  him,  his  huntingground 
turned  sagging  grave  in  which  I  leave  him  hurrying  uptripping 
Fensway.  Pure  intent:  make  him  spill  from  so  few  groons  and 
stilled  sleep  wherefore  dreams  of  foul  fox  and  failure  downswirl. 
Pure  intent,  with  no  balls,  that’s  me,  so  gonay,  dimmit,  dammit, 
gone,  and  much  ado,  afoot,  dance  lightly  down.  Blurredbrained 
Socroontes,  Bacchus  on  his  winter  deathbed.  Tears  him  to  pieces. 
But  Roiston  minds  little,  obeys  less,  watches  one  long  boom  of  a 
maple  shed  long-dead  leaves.  Golden  droppings,  at  once  the  stiff 
protestant  wind,  the  Catholic  turds,  a  Johwish  Fensway.  At  once 
thutty,  Gandy’s  still  at  home,  a  hundred  moles  and  hills  to  come 
at  four,  at  four  she  blows,  a  trilly  trip  of  white  and,  pinesmell 
from  the  Hampshire  hills,  ah,  the  maple  sirrap  flows,  stickysweate 
and  jucious  in  the  canpike’s  butter.  But  so  to  muse.  Eeyum, 
eeyum,  and  twice  once  thutty  minus  half  makes  four,  and  four 
makes  meeting  at  the  mark,  if  Roiston  don’t  fairget,  witch  he 
wills,  limpstone  on  the  main  forbid. 

Blah,  this  lanquid  dribble  hath  disturned  my  mond,  ja,  und  so 
zerstreut  ist  Roiston’s  mond.  Wot  double  dopple  hath  it  have?  Ay, 
ay,  we  shall  treat  the  problem  of  lanquid,  a  great  sea  of  slimey 
creatures,  myriad  arms  enfolding  him  to  jellybosoms,  bellies,  piece 
by  carnal  stinging  piece,  unto  that  hairy  smuckstuck  pinnacle  on 
the  sea’s  wide  flur.  O,  there  are  a  million  Roistons  spawned  with 
each  explusion,  each  contractual  spasm  eidonizing,  each  finger 
wrapped  in  slimey  tenacle,  drawing  forth.  A  million  million  roisted 
soules  roundswirling  slowly,  changed  with  green  tides’  forbad, 
charged  with  the  molky  effluviance  of  sun  slowly  sparkling  each 
minute  speck.  And  through  the  haze,  a  million  Roistons  marching, 
polarized  tar  micute  in  marching  rows,  bright  brass  buttons  the 
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tarnished  geld  of  silky  sea  in  redcoats  cocking.  And  the  silent  bull- 
fish  glides  along  the  morky  flur,  dull  silver  globes  on  flabby  black 
seeing  all.  Ach,  und  so  zerstreut.  .  .  Dammit.  Damnem. 
Damnemall.  .  .well,  Coons,  you  ran  passably  well  once  you  were 
wormed.  A  few  kicks  and  smithly  gang  all  droughts,  roving  high. 
And  in  those  rare  magnificent  monuments  where  Roiston’s  co¬ 
herent  as  stone,  you  spake  welled  to  him,  and  he  to  you,  a 
mulishal  conningvexion  cropped  from  loftling  towers  whence  wind 
howls,  hoarfrost  and  rattle  does  the  nighthoot,  roaring  from  rocks 
to  whence  it’s  cast  and  whiter  it  retorts,  seasoaked  and  soppish 
sponge  mairking  more  whoards  wish  the  seascowl  fairget  twin 
towers  each  to  each  moaning  in  fog,  dielight  of  Swoongrey  East  by 
thee,  northwestern  moon.  Whene’er  he’s  cockarsint,  dowdishing, 
stemsaw  stowing  this  or  that,  spills  his  wlife’s  bloudy  gaw  and 
game,  he  does,  slipstiggy  ganging  in  katchen  dor  drew,  woman’s 
all!  dangit  potwalloping  kettle  here,  here’s  the  knifeshop  tinged 
spudoon  and  hitchcop  corking.  Ayl  razorshop’s  shere  e’en 
Cooney’s  redbeard  burning  bosom  and  baking  utes  when  once  the 
bowjib  broke  and  mansel  cunning  dow  in  folds-crackshaw  went 
his  jibe,  pickles  in  the  knife,  and  all’s  aselling  Socroontes,  once 
he’s  bought  he’s  drawn  and  keeled,  hollotined  in  searolls  ganging 
green  but  o!  masthigh.  Soyourn  a  blouty  sailor  once,  an  Irishmon 
shone  through.  And  awl’s  wheel,  awl’s  wheel,  it  just  kelp  tryning, 
breached  the  shere,  and  drewn  by  them  great  horsebacks  out  of 
storm. 

But  you  were  jinked  in  a  Lewdis  Carnal  tup  of  kay  tapping  an 
your  shoulder,  raptaptipping  touch  of  maidmess  here  and  there 
strawed  across  his  pagens  mulched  by  cow  cant  or  mairnt  do  this 
and  that  nasty  deed  today,  it’s  all  holy,  and  my  main  iss  limp 
merely  thunking  atoll  the  reefs,  and  only  whoards  flew  out, 
murky  brown  mess  despawning  conceptual  meaning,  mairking  one 
so  lusty  mourn  blow  coldass  down  the  tinkling  spine.  But  it’s  a 
new  day’s  acummen,  Coons,  profaner  than  hell.  Then  shalt  thou 
rosen  from  off  thy  holy  best  and  rave  once  more.  Once  more,  once 
mare,  once  for  the  holy  man,  pauppher  on  his  rave.  Down  the 
Pensway,  lottly  ippiging,  Asing  sent  closter  prim  to  five  long 
groons  drewn  oot  by  tinure’s  blast,  Triton  tooting,  penquid  plying 
beaded  white  on  black,  when  all  down  Mains  gang  dry,  and  O!  to 
be  in  Mareland  now  that  winter’s  there,  and  all  the  little  blithies 
bump,  and  all  the  dingies  care.  Ay,  Roiston,  yer  head  is  filled  with 
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poesy,  yer  blouty  mouth  with  crap.  Says  who?  Nur  ein  kleines 
Gabion  swoning  in  the  air.  Wot?  Croon  you. 

Stipsworing. 

Lothice  an  Crenshaw’s  Punt.  Gide  troops. 

Basin  of  Blurry,  I  say. 

Not.  Damn  far.  Two  hours  and  limpstone  gets  you  on  the  Main. 

Make  it  in  one  and  a  half. 

Not  on  my  hops,  you  won’t.  Steps  in  Chickley,  Goonasee,  and 
Wootash,  I  believe.  Busty,  it’s  Frohday. 

Nay,  fairget.  Burn  it  dry.  Insurbull  on  Janone.  Never  pay. 

Butt  I  love,  the  old  damn. 

42  budds  a  moth  to  kelp  it  loose.  Hunk  of  driving  dearth, 
stright  as  tin  she  goes,  bouth  by  the  well. 

Well  make  it.  189  say  half  and  half  and  the  rest.  .  . 

Bah,  well  hootch  up  95. 

NAY,  ’tis  cold  as  the  blarney’s  grain  and  wet,  and  why  tosea, 
dead  grey  and  vinty  in  the  floot?  I  change,  I  change,  andsay  Tohill, 
yonder  brissy  slopes,  bullocks  of  th’  oarth. 

Balanskyj!  A  hummtumm  lass  is  wot  I’m  looving  fear.  Ne’re 
those  drifting  lushhots  in  the  brilly,  onshots  of  the  damn  and 
danger  too.  A  weekend?  Bah,  a  wolk,  a  moth,  a  yark,  how 
measures  on  droving  time? 

Gutherr,  be  a  mond.  Thar’s  minny  a  botch  in  brissy  sloop  with 
eyes  so  bright  and  body  birning.  Minny  canst  be  bought  and 
broughten  home,  benoth  yer  varies  servant  eyes,  and  therewith 
brood  a  thousand  nights  on  on. 

Shall  we  go  next  door  then?  There  are  three,  one  for  you,  one 
for  me,  and  one  to  wash  the  linen  of  our  spree. 

Leo. . . 

Nay,  to  sea,  tosea,  forbedding  is  the  shore  and  spakes  are 
nature’s  hooded  breast. 

Thou  speakest  well.  I  change  again. 

A  fortnight  then? 

Paarhoops,  een  I  find  it  well. 

Crow  down  now,  Cooney’s  flonked,  slipped  at  Mareshead,  down 
the  shinny  nose,  three  weeks  at  threequarter  term,  that’s  all  it 
takes,  as  sudden  as  the  sonsinns.  Whereto,  foulish  fiend,  two  hours 
early,  ordered  thoughts  and  all,  consumately  self-conscious, 
wanding  ope  the  Huntsway,  staying  stright  not  long  and  fancy 
frickocious  on  Sinday,  drossed  in  the  habit,  long  a  Cougholick 
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now  no  longer,  growing  lonely,  no,  ’tis  gone,  but  grievings,  and 
goonship  guilt.  Twas  Marry  Atom  did  im  in,  spent  im  frim  his 
stoodies,  bromme  in  hand,  a  doostclot  chosing  oftner,  swarls  of 
ingry  doost  and  beesy  ware  the  lasses,  bessy  for  the  greet,  droons 
lust  caning  round  the  oars,  and  then  a  mouth  passed  and  stoddy, 
stoddy,  all’s  dry,  damn,  damn,  the  pot’s  all  dry,  the  brokers  lust 
and  handle  blatunt  wamb  cames  oot,  here  and  there  the  blithies 
scow  their  ashbly  bottoms  front  so  incarcerned,  the  passions  hit. 
Near  so  trickuntly  past  the  passed  and  O!  they  flit  so  well,  the 
woolen  buttucks  tit  and  fibbling  whan  they  move.  Ann  yet  ye 
never  see  them  past  the  passed  fore  on  comes  charlesley  swinging 
thutty,  annies  gunn,  and  annies  goin  flabby.  One  night.  Oncet 
night.  But  lighter,  lighter,  Coons  ginbad,  ann  once,  the  mashbee 
the  next,  and  then  the  goneril  so  jellous,  and  so  the  pagans 
fluttered,  but  no,  never  more  a  night  each,  paganswabe  wimbling 
so-through  this,  throw  that,  you  ohr  it,  nay,  not  yerself,  your 
withless,  your  trouble,  is,  nay,  a  glancing,  then  the,  only  the  glow¬ 
ing  ball  of  the  Ise  memor,  gad,  an  once  the  flap  flap  flunk,  es  gunn 
agone,  to  dravens,  brandlowes,  hocares,  es  gunn  and  there  sets  his- 
self  to  drunk,  fromma  baubles  spitzung  up  he  droons  his  thesis, 
the  olman  near  moves  way,  givesway,  stet,  and  peeka  kant  shews 
the  failure,  high  and  low  he  measures,  measures,  the  low  end 
pinched  by  juxthumb  meaty,  phantombed  Coons  cristoled  to 
measure  crux  is  failure  and  he  knows,  nods,  bows  bent  back  and 
barnish,  flop,  flop  out  and  go- 

Whereat? 

Bleebub’s  at  the  draven. 

Which? 

Nay  so.  Mail  said.  Inphisting  stoff  methinks.  Wotsay? 

Study.  Eftsoons  I  spoke  a  clod  of  smoke  knocked  at  the  trectle. 

Cornstorch,  WHO’S  THERE? 

Gandy,  and  she’s  lighte  butte  minute.  Her. 

Da.  Shower  in,  smells  so  sweet.  Then  I,  scythe,  high  Gandy,  go. 
Simwot  trickulently,  innor  hops  alloy.  Watter  cleans  the  rust  out. 
Take  ergott,  loon  Coons  heads  in.  Out. 

Prit,  homacht? 

My. 

Nay  so  tailored.  Artistick  fill? 

Really. 
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Swole.  Tit  cootch,  dann  ipsyelowe  anver,  hipsluteing  the  smard 
holiness  pale  yellow,  wherefore  troth  cancove  dincers  the  skinny 
American,  rab  lopsolding  detolling  down  at  once  the  sinewy  en¬ 
folding  round  the  waist  of  legs  at  morn  so  frash,  and  strighte  spoke 
she,  It  wolks,  doe  scent  yes? 

Yes.  Brothless. 

New  or  lighter? 

Somuch,  somuch  doe  the  skintangle  fromma  hoot.  Not  these, 
nottese,  I  plonder,  ja  und  nay,  nay  und  ja,  und  so  forever  holden 
unto  this  and  that,  ein  Verbot  und  ein  Bierkann,  und  so  the  budda 
flows,  marble  in  the  river  past,  pagoda,  pimp.  And  how  the  sadness 
comes,  wretching  from  the  branne,  what  is  this,  and  what  is  that? 
And  how  the  geanux  smiles  in  the  Antic,  ho,  and  how  he  goes, 
hunted.  Gandy  asks  new  or  lighter,  and  the  throb,  that  witch  is 
brothless,  kikking  on  the  spone,  worm  and  draven’s  fizzling,  ach, 
beware  that  amber  poison,  boy,  that  flowid  drikking  fikkback 
doth  drindle.  Nay,  nam  knows  no  lanquid  here,  ay,  he  winders, 
steinaloss,  rhyming  circles  from  the  wamb’s  greet  prism,  knobbed 
islam  and  sucking,  ay,  all  color  in  the  branne,  all  spirkling  in  the 
bins--the  whiles  lust  throbbing  goes,  and  O!  for  a  midgac  wond  to 
bonish  all  his  drooties 

--Lighter.  Und  soonybrook  the  face  in  dunders  wraith, 
sogenannt  the  fission  bimbing  oer  the  treys,  O,  do  I  hear,  do  I  hear 
the  breath  of  sadness  on  the  spring?  Lighter,  lighter,  the  Lustian 
gurthon’s  on  the  binge  of  bralking,  truckloss  terror  now  forbodes 
the  simpering  maidoo  now,  nay,  no  longer  maid,  Gandy  of  the 
hice,  a  fine  hice  of  wicked  repitation,  ay,  Roiston’s  done  it, 
broken  through,  cunsigned  her  to  that  special  place  of  want  and 
wooden  droos,  a  fine  summer’s  ago  werke  at  night  and  dromme, 
forbedden  from  the  start,  and  now  the  drekking,  now  the  pain,  so 
willling  and  so  thutloss,  ahh--tis  too  much  to  be  bithered,  tea  lag 
ogo  ay,  that  once  and  then  that  lasting  consumation  in  the  forest 
pine,  the  hollow  wet  and  damp,  a  teenage  thong,  and  blithey  on 
the  brocker’s  gone-ay!  Gerroiston’s  gunn  maid  agon! 

And  then  the  phine  warred,  solant  contrathesis  of  his  wraith. 
-It’s  murther.  Hullow? 

Leo? 

Hah,  mum.  Whose  thongs? 
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Gut.  I  just  culled  a  fin  tosay  an  year  cummings  Tohume  agone. 
We  hafna  sey  ye  for  a  long  tomb.  Seance’s  Chrosmos. 

Ah,  mum,  new  hats  only  lasta  moth. 

I  knew.  Burtwe  lick  tosay  yew.  Or  hair  fromma  yew  wince  a 
mile. 

Hives  beesy.  Got  manna  axhims  febtoo  yew  knew.  Kindass  bed. 
So  werke. 

Cummings  Tohume  afnawad? 

Yes. 

Gut.  Well  macht  year  axims  a  gut  zerprase  four  years’-shelf. 

Welldo.  Welldo.  Year  bent  yew  knew. 

Well,  its  Nice  Tohere  year  soice  agone.  Keppintoch,  wheel  wait 
and  drang  al  in  a  purty  furjew.  OK? 

OK.  Swounds  well. 

Well  you  bring  Gandy? 

Off  cursed,  may,  paarhops.  Shoes  beesy  two  an  fleering.  Ill  late¬ 
ly  you  knew  lighter.  OK? 

OK. 

Sheshear.  Spake  tohere? 

Hullo  hullo  fine  fine,  fine.  Ah,  redough  hats  ere  good.  Musta 
boon  in  chay  then.  Ill  trey.  Hor  Leo. 

Yews  cumming  definditely  then? 

Yes,  murther.  Aver  trey  afnawads  axims.  Speed  right  there.  Wit 
all  maysolled  loinen. 

Donchadere!  Ides  batter  goo  mayshelf.  Awe  good  timid  make 
you.  Ides  batter  goo,  bills  big  again.  Sey  hullo  to  dan.  Gootbye. 

Gutbye.  Goodbyes.  Wot  one  seys  and  wot  one  doos.  Ja  und 
nay,  Gandy  baubles,  Roiston  has  not  seyn  the  purity  of  speaking 
act.  She  speaks  of  love,  an  osolation  of  the  jaw,  the  mond  statixed 
on  larned  forms,  resplinsed  to  bald  phallopsody,  an  ace  of  hurts 
nie  the  tiprew  an  solluxed  pyramus  still  growing  out.  An  it 
croobles.  .  .ay,  so  bettar  then,  Leo,  so  mondless  new.  Lotty  up  and 
trilley  past  doolclunding.  Each  adds  to  his  own  doom,  and  Soofaw 
naglicks  his  own  holden  held  on  Bittern  to  stedat  another.  Andsom 
hangs  fray,  bant  an  the  nick,  his  feet  dongling  moderishly.  Onafaw 
doth  stretch  enow  and  stedats  Bittern  and  Skop.  But  they  grow 
old,  my  sans,  and  soofaw  are  they,  spitwalding  this  knave  to  doce, 
this  quanne  to  her  brethren,  streng  genau  to  held  against  the  droft- 
ing  ere.  But  mond  goos  beck  and  calls  the  cabra  night  and 
stognont  raum,  ay  they  call  it  Arborway,  firmly  planted.  Wot  on 
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fights  that  stoggy  room 

Cmon. 

Where? 

Bleebub’s  at  the  draven. 

Bleebub? 

An  old  friend.  And  tarishing  off  all  was  black.  Scudda  twinning 
like  Ganmangthon  trow  treefickle  contrails,  hawling  onsid  clept 
the  curb,  and  bonnonder  buck  to  screech  of  bracke  from  yinding 
Clunkthin  sprodding  steel.  Fare  ways  three  feet  mare  an  he  would 
scrutching  goe,  gooshing  dane  darunter  piece  of  tin  chawed,  miss¬ 
ing  post,  tar  micute  by  lorge  orange.  Gud  taks  core  of  drouns  and 
sooners  and  those  that  crux  the  trolley  trek  unwisely.  Stippish. 
Dallthunking  stot  the  two.  Teawad  us  three,  dipping  in  rine.  An 
thunderclun  and  doltish  jeeks  dane  trickish  toe  the  stop.  And 
gundeeyaeyishdrogstiton  goes  by. 

Frikking  trilley. 

Int  it  torrablee? 

Nay,  insopad,  distasteful,  dagisting,  donaxblee.  Not  onthong 
you  cando  daruber  either.  Zim  bluted  slib  lips  nitickunt  in  verazda 
stickstuff  an  Barebita  in  state  exspence,  and  Allyew  hath  pistholes 
an  the  rind  lick  grators,  trilleys  lick  ein  brikken  vatch,  runts  for 
pusspore  whos  to  slamber  many.  And  popal  took  it. 

Year  ipsat,  looie. 

Ballslut.  Onthong:  keck  the  fracking  mass  and  vatch  it  crooble. 
Then  theyll  come  on  knees. 

Wot? 

Nimmind.  The  vatch  rins  fust  tonight.  And  so.  A  dagisting 
night.  On  return  from  Mareshead,  the  discovery  and  cohabitation 
Bleebub,  for  two  weeks  more,  and  then  it’s  Chrosmos,  and  Cooney 
goes  home  to  what  is  there.  But  he  was  right,  and  a  sermon’s 
coming  on.  An  there  was  no  enjoyment  there  where  cold  wind 
swept  white  water  off  the  sea  and  sprayed  it  in  his  face,  so  much  a 
film  of  pure  rawness,  so  little  what  it  was.  No  enjoyment,  Roiston 
knew  that,  and  yet  he  stayed.  When  that  Scylla  Charybdis 
meet.  .  .enough  of  enjoyment,  bitter  fool,  this  is  not  a  kingdom  to 
enjoy  or  disenjoy  as  one  sees  fit.  You  are  alien.  As  out  of  home  as 
a  Jewish  beggar,  kept  by  those  monsters  you  most  abhor.  Damned 
halfmoon  of  Mareshead  bay,  they  shall  find  their  holes  in  the  mud 
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of  your  floor,  not  Cooney.  Never  a  stillness  there  in  Tartarus. 
Reeking  human  mud  is  their  sweet  atmosphere,  and  sulphur 
washes  their  filthy  loins.  Pitiable,  but  o,  to  plant  them  one  by  one, 
strip  them  naked,  manacle  their  lobster  claws  that  catch  and  tear 
the  sweeter  flesh  of  life.  Ay,  a  head  filled,  and  flushed.  Let  their 
legs  be  the  sea’s  weed  waving  in  the  fishless  flatbottomed  ocean. 
O,  you  drip  of  venom  suddenly.  The  rain  humiliates  you  a  million 
times  an  hour.  January  rain  in  a  mild  winter,  but  still  the  sting. 
Three  weeks  of  blurred  caucasistry,  and  no  enjoyment,  nay, 
nothing  but  that.  Macabre  glee  with  which  black  clouds  danced 
their  Gestapo  dance  on  the  bald  heads  of  the  village.  Soaked  you 
with  their  spittle.  Was  it  better?  Yea,  far  better  than  the  old 
orders,  tortures  of  his  fellows,  dead  dry  air  of  the  temple,  a  searing 
nothingness  of  breath.  Ananias  himself  disentombed  and  speaking 
with  the  breath  of  the  dead.  The  toothless  stench  of  the  grave. 
Breath  that  kills  the  most  robust  of  May’s  green-legged  creatures  at 
the  instant  of  inception.  Ja,  the  secret  is  in  small  doses  early,  be¬ 
fore  the  monster’s  formed.  Immunity.  Prologues  and  epilogues 
with  nothing  in  between.  A  grand  schema,  --I  hereby  propose.  .  .1 
hereby  propose  to  spit  on  the  sidewalk.  It  is  done.  Only  a  small 
sermon,  Leo,  do  not  mind.  Only  a  small  bastard — and  the  eyejab 
jaw  quaking  my  minitude.  Hummtumm  maiden,  first  you  had.  Ah, 
but  you  hurt  her,  all  of  eighteen,  all  of  woman  innocent  crushed 
six  years  ago.  Was  it?  Say  five  and  a  smidgeon.  An  essential  differ¬ 
ence,  how  one  so  legsensuous,  supple  under  starch,  becomes  so 
used.  So  stiff  once  it  all  sunk  in.  Gandy  went  different  then,  didn’t 
she? 

Up  the  marble  stairs  with  the  tragedy  of  youth.  The  museum. 
Flash  the  card.  Roiston,  Leo  D.  Roiston,  Leo  D.  lives  on.  A  con¬ 
ceited  bastard.  Flashbulb  of  sedate  void.  Scholar.  Unlimited  and 
footloose.  Luminary  pencil  tumbling  in  ether,  current  surging  in 
wires.  M.A.  Munchen,  Harvard,  Munchen,  in  German.  Or  even, 
European  Church  History.  Laugher  at  witches.  Sorcerer  of  falla¬ 
cies,  generated  from  followers  of  Luther  who  finished  study  under 
Harvard’s  macerated  physiognomy.  Beard  of  stone,  swashback 
buckler,  father  of  pilgrims.  .  . 

Go  to  hell. 

Grievings  in  loneliness:  where  are  the  eyes  of  guilt?  The  vast 
towers  of  Egypt?  The  sultry  temples  of  India?  The  dainty  legs  of 
Rome.  Soul,  o  roisted  soul,  alone  as  the  Tiber  winding  through  the 
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stinking  city.  But  then  each  city  has  its  river,  each  distinct,  each 
receiving  trash  of  human  kind  within  its  lifeblood.  Rivers  old  and 
jaundiced,  constipated  more  each  day.  Skipped  church  for  the 
eighty-third  consecutive  time  today.  Doomed  and  damned,  the 
legs  obscured  his  vision.  The  Cooneydrome.  At  dusk  they  casted 
their  shadows  on  the  sandbrick  German  face  of  his  apartment, 
lingered  coolly  on  the  windowshades,  spread  their  lanquid  oint¬ 
ment  through  his  scarlet  mind,  and  cried  for  his  depths  to  rise. 
And  every  night  he  rose,  walked  amid  the  shadows,  dabbled  in  the 
river,  and  tasted  the  late-evening  liquid  of  their  swooning  call. 
Swoongrey  East,  my  friend:  On  Sundays  you  sleep  late.  The  inner 
reflection  breaking  off  a  tarnished  glass.  Bah,  deader  than  the 
night  from  whence  you  sprang.  And  monuments  of  grainy  stone 
and  sallow  canvas.  Stabbing  flashes  dimmed  in  dusty  cases,  pro¬ 
tected  from  theft.  But  who  would  steal  the  relics  of  a  saintly  age? 
O  many.  Disployed  in  refitting  rooms,  the  genius  of  man.  Who 
deigns  to  recognize  these  disembowelled  hunks  of  stone.  Un¬ 
attached  entrails  streaked  across  a  canvas.  O  few.  Relics,  touch¬ 
stones  of  memory.  Breathes  there  a  common  soul  of  man? 
Tarnished  if  it  dares.  I,  gravedigger  of  lodestones,  touchstones, 
dullbright  metal,  dim-brilliant  task  to  mold.  Where  to  dig.  Divining 
rod  draws  communal  nature  of  man  and  water.  Leatherflap  of 
cowsole  onward  on  marble.  Tock,  tock,  it  echoes,  opening  toes  to 
curl  around  their  foot’s  step;  while  searching,  divine  with  nature, 
cold  marble  on  bare  earth.  Sacred  cows,  beware,  I  have  come  to 
shoe  my  trod  with  leathersole  of  cowflaps.  Forget  it.  The  ragpriest 
washes  the  boobs  of  Budda:  tender  stone  grainy  bright  horri- 
pilates,  the  tickle  in  his  work.  A  sockrilege  on  Sinday,  following 
divining  rod  past  Indian  stoneworks.  Go  to  hell,  Mr.  Roiston. 
Orate  pro  Leo  Roiston,  for  he  believes  in  witches.  Orate  pro  Dirty 
Cooney,  who  passed  away  Friday  after  a  brief  threehour  attack  of 
Shakespeare.  O,  the  poor  boy  should  have  been  a  poet.  No  dan  for 
church,  he’d  make  his  temples  out  of  words.  O,  the  rough  and  wild 
bard  of  Springfield.  .  .cint.  As  budda  Jhonese  tax  pity,  ronged  in 
glint  wheelbone’s  robbed.  Tilled  Gandy  yestiddy,  Coons  strapping 
opal  the  treys,  din  the  mullholle  road,  never  less,  nivenslass  a 
swollen  hind.  Shakkered  ipsyelowe  anver,  wot  say,  wot  say,  the 
nickens  rilled  above  the  hops  and  wadding  in  but  shakesilly  gissed 
and  grouten  flung  through  golden  stems  and  staws  of  bittered  hay¬ 
seed  sucked  right  up  the  nose.  Cint.  You  are  all,  and  as  well,  you 
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cint.  Nitpicker.  Not  ten  thousand,  but  nine  and  three  quarters, 
dancing  to  find  a  spring  on  holy  fields  of  Dirty  Cooney.  But  what 
else?  Shitkicking  private,  suppose,  making  sauce  now,  spoonfed, 
diaperwrapped  dictated  mass  of  chemicals  reversing  entropy.  Leo 
Deo,  the  antidote  to  the  heathen.  Consider  hardcore  guards  kick¬ 
ing  testicles  to  whimper  guilt  from  suspect  to  whimper  off  con¬ 
fession  to  whimper  and  nailcarve  corewall,  blockheat  in  sallowpen, 
confess  intent.  .  . 

Think  straight.  Associated  Press,  Saigon- 

Leo  D.  Roiston,  shitkicker/3,  91760723,  refused  today 
appointment  to  the  Special  Committee  of  Republicans  to 
End  Wars.  Roiston,  an  expert  on  European  culture,  having 
studied  at  Munich  and  Rome,  declared  that  he  would  rather 
fight.  When  Harold  Garrou  (AP)  asked  for  a  reason,  Roiston 
knocked  him  to  the  ground  and  kicked  him  in  the  groin  until 
restrained  by  no  less  than  six  military  police.  Roiston  was 
carried  away  screaming  that  “An  act  of  patriotism  needs  no 
reason.” 

Or  sippese  Doity  Cooney  is  drofted.  Stidding  sprodligged  on  his 
well,  redbeard  loon  with  jellopaunch,  Thor’s  divining  rod, 
homespun  hair  brostling  fill  and  thutty  on  his  shoulders.  Nowhere 
to  go,  baby.  .  . 

History  says  the  Ost’s  a  dynamo. 

Whosestory? 

6203. 07B.  Roiston,  Leo  D.,  Mystory:  Witchcraft  in  Hisstory 
8780. 76D.  Roiston,  Leo  D.,  Sexual  Imagery  in  War  Propagandy  (Of  the 
hice,  a  fun  repitition.) 

Mascerated  emasculation.  Mass  of  chemicals.  UPI,  Cambridge-- 

Leo  D.  Roiston,  graduate  student  at  Harvard,  was 
masticated  by  a  grinning  monster  Monday.  The  monster  had 
green  scales  with  pink  eyes  and  a  fancy  brocaded  row  of  lace 
running  down  its  back.  Roiston  taught  two  courses  while 
pursuing  his  doctorate  in  an  unknown  field,  rumored  to  be 
English.  He  was  renowned  for  the  fire  he  brought  to  class, 
and  the  unusual  techniques  he  used  to  make  his  presentations 
vivid.  The  Church  has  called  for  an  investigation  of  his  death. 
The  Church’s  call  has  been  ignored...  Enough,  enuff,  ynoff. 

Had  Roiston  one  small  class 

Three  twenty  and  five.  The  time  says  it,  boy.  It’s  time  to  go. 
Gee  to  Gondy,  vellum  sex  of  Roiston’s  jorneels.  Go  on  forever. 
Fairget  is  the  word.  Fairget  you  Coons  the  nasty  man,  a  cruxion’s 
dance  of  sorrow.  And  how  the  geanux  smiles,  hidden  in  the  antic, 
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ho,  and  how  he  goes,  hunted.  Down  the  morble  stores,  wand 
packed  ip  and  wiving  wet  and  cold,  the  chystoled  ere  gone  white,  a 
fiery  here,  no  less.  And  Cooney’s  song,  presented  with  a  glittering 
eye,  whistles  through  the  branne...Roiston, 

Roiston,  ye  are  estringed  fromma  witch,  fool’s  seys; 
Geeantook,  for  that  moen  axim  shawl  deneye 
Their’s  onscient  cavenin.  Spit  out  Their’s  eyes, 

So  he  shall  never  see  your  wronging  glory, 

Nor  insip  its  modesty  with  scarveyed  looks. 

For  ye  shall  know  what  he  shan’t  find  in  books. 

And  Strupthine  answers  lewd  and  clar, 

Socroon,  ye  modding  spor’t,  an  Tewhor! 

Ye  are  man’s  cowoard  and  ohrtake  man’s  fort. 

Letgee,  ye  blootless  farm,  run  free,  and  rope 
Those  wintome  wimmen,  trumprets,  swheres.  But  if 
Ye  buy  my  home  war  culled,  do  spare  and  bring 
That  whiterobed  princess  Troth,  for  she  be  mine. 

But  go.  Go.  Go  to  Gandy. 
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this  is  for  pauli 

who  woke  me  with  a  kiss/  commonplace  and  rare 
on  a  spring  afternoon  when  it  was  still  march 
and  i  was  prepared  for  a  few  more  weeks  of  winter 

11 get  up  and  go  outside”,  she  said,  “it’s  warm 
and  for  once  spring  in  the  middle  of  march  ” 
but  she  was  on  her  way  out  /  and  when  she  left  i  dreamed  of  april 
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Dave  O’Malley 


Aunt  Mega  approached.  La  fume  de  ma  plante.  Voice  cette  jardin  again.  Do  you?  Mais  non,  s’il 
vous  plait,  mes  enfants.  Pour  moi?  Yes  I  am.  Samtwo.  Another  whart  of  the  spouse  distal  to  John’s 
own;  but  close,  rubbing  as  it  were. 

“Allons,  Allons”  Aunt  Mega  intones  stooping  from  the  midpoint  of  stairs.  Streaks 
of  grey  grapple  with  the  ancient  black  perimeter  of  her  face,  weightsome,  fleshy,  proud,  “built 
as  an  ‘ark  I’d  say”,  Samdid.  I  asked  Clarissa  if  she  please  wouldn’t  hold  on  to  another  one,  a 
custom  as  I  was,  and  I  believe  I  explained  to  her  that  my  aunt  wanted  to  see  me  upon  the  second 
floor. 

“I  can’t  accept  that”,  gripping,  tighter,  pain  —  those  hands.  A  cavernous  moan 
echoed  around  her  small  pink  dart,  lowed  through  her  lips,  issued.  “You  can  go  now;  I  will  decide 
later  if  I’ll  P**  low  with  you.” 

We  ascended,  Sam  and  I,  along  the  helix  touched  black  by  my  father’s  eye.  We  entered  as  Mega  put 
the  Mozart  on.  “Good”,  Samused,  “That’s  the  Heffner  we  hear,  thirty-eight;  swarm  in  the  bounce 
bounce,  sweat  on  the  strings  sucking  sweets  woodswinded.”  He  began  to  hum  the  first  dozen  bars 

not  quite  gaining  the  nuance  of  clarinet  thrust:  “Hm  hm  hmm,  da  da  dada  dee . ”  Mega  goshed  and 

asked  Sam  be  seated.  I  hugged  my  aunt  with  affection  but  she,  shied  by  presence  of  Sam,  gently 
fingering  the  hair  on  my  temple,  turned  toward  him  uncertainly,  “Paul”? 

*  author  *  printer  *  you,  reader,  can  insert  any  letter  you  will  if  you  want  to 


“Mega,  Sam,  my  wife’s  son;  Sam,  Mega,  my  father’s  sister.” 


“Oh,”  Mega  began,  “I..  I  don’t  understand.. .Is  he...?” 

I  saw  her  eyes  question  us  both  and  their  bright  brown  clarity  clouded,  grew  dim,  collapsed  with 
concern;  she  wept,  opacity  of  wilderness  wandering  along  the  watery  margin  past  evidences  of  the 
letter,  beyond  so  many  years,  before  such  little  hope.  I  asked  Sam  to  read  the  mangled  pages  she 
handed  me  and  we  all  sat.  “Paul  I  have  no  “hope,  someone  told  me.  Combo,  three  off  the  two  over 
time  left  but  what  there  is,  you  shall  have  here.”  tap,  clack,  plop.  “Actually,  the  last  time  I 
two  paragraphs  of  it.  Before  I  go,  I  thought  it  wise  to  break  my  silent  cunning  exile  into  the 
billion  fractured  particles  that  I  have  triesaw  him  was  in  Sweeney’s  course  in  Mod  Lit  this  summer 
to  hold  together  so  desperately  for  these  years. and  he  looked  weak,  drawn,  despairing.  Six  one 
I  understand  that  you  intend  to  return  to  a  bank.”  click,  clunk.  “You  know  what  really  surprised 
college  in  the  New  England  area  again.  This  embitters  me  was  a  letter  I  received  about  two  months 
me  beyond  words  and  I  pray  that  this  time  I  ago  postmarked  Arizona.  I  think  we’ve  lost  him  for 

am  justified  in  condemning  your  behaviour  good,  Duke;  there  was  a  tone  of  submissive  finality 
towards  me  for  the  past  decade.  You  are  not  a  suggesting  he  would  no  longer  fight  with  his  own 

normal  human  being;  you  are  indifferent  to  strong  creativity.  Six  all  the  way  down.  Smack  smack, 
the  feeling  of  others.  You  destroyed  that  young  indeterminate  ivory  balls  spectrum  sphered  moving 
girl  in  New  York  who  tried  to  understand  you.  surely  on  the  green  felt  plain,  angle  contact  hole. 

You  know  you  drove  my  Maura  to  her  death  with  Jacobson  committed  scratch  uttering  a  short  euphon- 

your  insufferable  actions.  And  when  she  went,  ius  epithet,  semetic,  serene,  impotent,  “Prick”, 

the  motor  who  bore  you,  the  only  happiness  post-factoed  Tony  and  handed  the  single  tipped  cue 

to  his  opponent.  Duke  looked  stiffly  in  survey.  “I 
think  when  you  talk  of  him,  you  have  to  remember 
that  he  came  from  a  family  which  had  three  genera¬ 
tions  of  success  in  the  restaurant  business.  Four- 
teen-twelve-side,”  clack  click,  hanging,  clop. 


I  knew  in  this  world,  in  response  to  my  pleas 
for  compassion,  I  received  a  nice  fat  “go  fuck 
yourself’  from  my  oldest.  Each  passing  year 
your  very  presence  deepened  the  wound,  your 
infections  jests  affecting  the  precious  growth 


of  the  other  children.  I  am  not  as  clever  as  you  think  you  are.  Your  belief  is  in  shadows,  your 
meanings  in  nonsense,  your  life  in  mysteries.  Chalking,  “I  imagine  something  as  practical  as  that 


would  be  totally  humiliating  to  him.  The  problem  “You  see,  I  do  not  know  how  to  approach  you.  Part 
is  breaking  out;  it  strikes  me  that  Christians  and  of  the  reason  I  write  is  to  say  that  I  am  sorry, 

Jews  have  something  of  his  gifts  for  prophesying  to  have  been  implicated  in  your  mortal  fault.  It 


a  basic  shift  in  the  ways  we  are  conditionally 
prepared  to  assent  to  things.”  clack,  sunk.  “I 
think  anyone  of  his  genius  must  feel  awfully  un¬ 
comfortable  in  the  present  age  which  demands 


is  now  apparent  that  I  cannot  reveal  my  feelings 
without  being  mocked.  I  thought  this  last  time... 
but,  when  I  think  of  you..  I  do  not  truly  have 
words.  Mega,  of  all  of  them,  you  have  been  the  most 


some  stability  in  our  social  relations.  Ideas  never  comforting  when  God  took  Maura  from  me;  you 


germinate  in  a  community;  they  are  either  cru¬ 
cified,  taken  up  by  the  next  generation  to 
suit  their  own  pernicious  presuppositions,  or 
they  are  laid  quietly  aside,  forgotten  so 
that  the  people  coming  after  work  on  their 
decay  and  not  on  their  originating  vigorous 


have  stayed  with  Ma  while  your  brothers  went  into 
the  world  to  raise  families.  Why,  of  us  all,  have 


I  been  driven  to  flight?  No  matter.. it  will  end  here 
I  arrived  well  met.  One  Daniel  O’Connor  demanded  1 
share  his  hospitality  on  the  trip  north  to  Galway. 

I  couldn’t  say  no,  partly  because  I  was  tired,  and 
partly  because  I  had  never  been  in  the  company  of 
a  one-armed  cabbie  until  now;  apparently  it  is  no 
handicap.  He  was  plain  and  fat,  quite  the  opposite 
kind  of  character  my  son  is  trying  to  romanticise 
penetration  which  shakes  our  precious  institutional  notation  of  the-things-which-are-as-they- 

over  there  wherever  the  bastard  is  now.  And  Mr. 
must-be...  O’Connor  felt  like  talking;  between  Munster  and 

Connacht,  I  made  it  quite  clear  he  could  go  right 

Where  do  you  want  the  ten”?  asked  Jacobson. 

11,,  1  1  1-1  ahead  and  have  a  marvelous  monologue  with  himself. 

Well  ,  Duke  deliberated,  “I  can’t  see  it  from  here;  safety.”  ponggg  “Dammit,  that’s  game; 

And  he  did.  “You  know,  Mister  —  say  I  never  did 
look  at  the  position  on  that  four.”  In  seeing  this,  Tony  squinted  verification  then  shuffled  his 

,  .  catch  you  name  sir.”  “Hornheim”.  “Hmm,  Hornheim  is 

heavy  mass  or  body  into  an  awkward  crouch,  spine  bent,  tingers  spread  with  veiny  grace,  eyes 

it?  Well  now,  if  I’m  not  out  of  line,  of  course, 
narrowly  pupilled  to  attack,  the  right  forearm  drawn  and  the  solid  clack,  ponk,  good.  “Duke,  do 

might  I  not  ask  as  to  what  brings  you  to  our  shores 
you  know  whatever  became  of  the  girl-Rene,  I  guess  it  was?  A  few  weeks  before  he  left,  we  were 

this  time  of  the  year?”  “No.  I’m  on  very  important 
having  a  few  drinks  down  the  street  from  my  place.  His  eyes  and  arms  flared  out  in  great  arcs 

terms  with  His  Excellency  the  Bishop  of  Galway;  I 
of  passion;  the  room  flowed  with  his  performance.  In  a  quiet  moment,  I  asked  him  of  the  women  he 

must  hand  him  a  release  concerning  the  present 

had  known.  With  the  drama  of  a  child  before  some  solemn  fact,  he  gently  pushed  my  glass  to  one 

world  crisis  from  the  Prussian  Minister  of  Defense 
side,  grasped  my  wrist,  and  muttered,  ‘I  couldn’t  have  loved  her  more  than  the  others,  Tony;  they 

so  be  quick.”  “The  Prussian. ..ha  ha,  why  sir,  you 
only  want  a  pregnancy,  something  that  will  make  permanant  the  distance  of  Petrach;  pills  fill  the 

have  the  wit  of  a  man  half  your  age. ..I  thought,  you 
wrong  need.  And  he  hid  his  beautiful  dancing  eyes  with  his  hand,  and  his  head  covered  the  table.’ 

know..”  “Wait;  why  the  hell  don’t  you  talk  like  an 

Click,  the  eight  snuggled  into  the  corner  pocket. 

Irishman  and  say  ‘ave  and  ‘arf  an  things  like  that?” 
Good  game,  Duke  offered.  “I  think  this  Rene  is  married,  well,  I  know  Rene  is  married  to 

“Well,  sir,  that  is  a  long  and  rather  tragic  story. 

Dne  of  the  Boston  professorial  types;  Tony,  its’  the  damdest  thing  and  I  really  can’t  talk  about  it; 

You  see,  the  occasion  of  my  birth  occured  in,  well, 
you  see,  she’s  currently  one  of  my  darling  self-confessed  schizos  -  there,  I’ve  said  enough  already 

Nurnberg;  however,  at  the  age  of  two  months  -  this 
\s  they  were  about  to  leave  the  room,  a  shreiking  female  sound  shook  the  house  -  “Heey,  somebody 


help,  come  here,  hurry,  John  s  going  crazy  is  in  ’98  and  had  I  known,  I  would  probably  be  on  the 


i 


in  the  tub,  something’s  wrong  with  him.” 
They  charged  down  the  hall  of  the  second 
floor,  coming  from  many  directions,  many 
pleasures,  many  coming  from  the  force  of 
change.  They  came  quick,  upstairs,  all  mov¬ 
ing  to  the  north  of  the  building  all  coming 
to  the  tub  room.  Kloonk.  They  filled  the 
place,  bobbing  for  sight,  bending  over, 


side  of  the  Chinese  in  their  nasty  business-  but,  sir, 

I  try  to  make  it  a  point  with  my  cash  customers  -  sir, 
that  is  cash,  is  it  not,  since  I  don’t  know  who  you 
are  but  trust  you  anyway  -  run  you  nine-ten  pounds  to 
Salthill?”  “Yes,  I  really  don’t  care.”  “Standard  rate 
from  Shannon,  sir,  not  including  the  fact  that  I  bring 
to  every  trip  the  finest  memory  on  the  west  coast;  I 
don’t  take  my  calling  lightly.  Now,  I  was  saying  -  if 
shaking  heads,  dimly  annoyed  at  the  sound  of  that  German  parentage  thing  is  absolutely  straight  in 
J  ohn’s  head  bouncing  Kloonk  Kloonk  off  the  your  mind,  and  it’s  a  fact  of  utmost  bearing  on  my 
smooth  white  sides  of  porcelain.  subsequent  observations  -  that  I  don’t  intend  to  bring 

“He’ll  kill  himself.”  my  own  highly  capricious  political  opinions  into  what 

“Well  c’mon,  let’s  do  something.”  is  usually  considered  as  entertaining  conversation.  .  . 

Kloonk.  Samhands  the  letter  to  Mega  and  says,  “Prufrock  as  power,  ann  hestion,  troy  moomeant”. 
Samotion  sustained.  Kloonk.  I  told  Mega  not  to  worry  and  that  we  would  return.  She  sat  stolid, 
removed  from  what  was  happening  about  her.  I  hated  her  then.  “Can’t  you  understand?  I’ll  be  back; 
there’s  something  going  on  down  th*e  hall  which  has  all  these  people  yelling.”  Kloonk. “John’s  in 
the  tub  again,  Mega,  but  there’s  no  water;  can’t  you  see?”  She  said  nothing,  just  sat  so  helpless 
looking  down  at  the  letter;  at  least  she  held  this  but  in  such  a  way  that  it  implied  the  rigid, 
desperate  clutching  at  something  about  past  time.  I  crouched  beside  her.  “Why  don’t  you  come  with 
us  for  just  a  minute  and  we’ll  all  come  right  back  here?” 

She  took  my  arm  silently  and  we  pushed  our  way  through  the  crowd. 

Kloonk 


They  thought,  they  recognized  that  he  was  hurting  himself  because  Kloonk  his  lips  were  masked  in 
a  dark  red  foam  which  streaked  his  face  and  vacant  distant  eyes.  It  was  Sally  who  decided.  “First, 
while  you  idiots  stand  around,  someone  page  Duke;  I’m  going  in  there  to  help  him.” 

“Listen,  try  to  hold  his  legs  before  he  breaks  them,  then  put  your  hands  under  his 
head;  loosen  his  belt  and  pants;  watch  his  tongue  that  he  doesn’t  choke.” 


“Hurry”. 

Kloonk 


Sal  complied  to  the  extensions  and  joined  John  writhing  in  pain. 

“There’s  something  the  matter,”  she  said,  “I  can’t  get  his  pants  ofP’. 


Rising  as  the  cumulus,  she  left  herself, 
Securely  planted  in  my  earthbound  loins. 
Allow  her  to  descend  from  the  choking 
Grasp  of  the  thick  black  thundercloud. 

Gray  winter  wind  shatter  not  her  frail 
Remnants  into  the  million  snowflakes 
Which  yearly  shroud  my  heart  in  gloom. 

1969  descends  its  sword  of  Damocles 

While  I  search  the  Persian  silver 

Stars  for  some  glimpse  of  the 

Four  o'clock  winter  complexioned 

Beauty  who  searches  the  same 

Porcelain  blue  skies  for  something  different. 


Vincent  Murphy 
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The  Conversion 


Arthur  J.  Dewey 


Turning  the  window  blinds  horizontally,  Catherine  Brewster  unlocked  the 
early  morning  ring  of  fire  surrounding  the  eastern  flatlands.  No  longer  was  she 
groggy  from  her  inability  to  sleep  much  last  night,  as  her  mind  broke  into 
comprehension  of  the  scene  before  her.  Her  eyes  slowly,  warming  to  the 
morning,  felt  out  the  silhouette  of  the  church  across  the  road.  It  was  no  longer 
white,  but  bore  on  its  back  the  burden  of  dawn.  Soon  the  Arizona  sun  would 
lighten  this  load  by  bearing  down  on  them  all. 

Eleven-thirty  would  burn  itself  onto  the  earth.  She  would  preach  today  on 
“The  destiny  of  man  in  union  with  the  will  of  God  ’.  She  would  resume  her 
attempt  to  reach- 

You  all  seek  to  rise  above  the  unwholesomeness  of  the  flesh  and  seek  the  true 
will  of  God,  for  only  by  this  shall  salvation  be  made.  You  ask  the  task-  it  is  not 
light,  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  most  difficult.  Yes,  you  lie  with  me  for  the  last  five 
years,  Richard,  with  that  stink  of  whiskey  on  your  breath,  you  force  me  to  listen 
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to  your  half  drunk,  half  intended  insults.  Yes,  the  task  is  not  light.  You  forced 
me  to  take  over  this  position  in  the  church  community,  playing  down  your 
misfortune,  but  you  didn’t  know  that  it  must  have  been  the  Lord’s  will,  or  it 
wouldn’t  have  happened 

and  I  will  preach,  for  you  don’t  know  what  the  mayor  said  to  me  the  last 
time  he  heard  me-  a  deaconness  of  the  early  church  he  called  me.  But  you 
wouldn’t  hear,  you,  filled  with  that  venom  you  drink.  No,  it’s  not  light,  when 
you  turn  to  me  and  I  get  sick  from  your  drunk  breath 
Elizabeth! 

as  if  she  were  wakened  again,  the  woman  found  herself  looking  down  the 
dusty  road  to  the  main  highway  leading  to  Phoenix. 

You’ve  been  gone  all  night.  Reasonable  hour  you  said.  But,  no.  No  phone, 
not  a  sign  and  you  just  a  senior  in  high  school.  You  kept  me  up  waiting  for  you, 
I  wanted  you  to  hear  my  sermon,  no,  no,  you  just  stay  out,  keeping  me  turning 
all  night  until  I  had  to  get  out,  I  can’t  sleep  when  I’m  thinking,  you  know  that 
too,  but  no,  I  had  to  take  a  look  now 

oh,  it’s  just  you,  boy.  Good  dog.  I  don’t  know  how  you  can  put  up  with  that 
mistress  of  yours,  you  big,  red,  oh  Samson,  oh,  getting  frisky,  you  want 
something  to  eat,  well  wait  a  minute  you 

stroking  the  retriever’s  flaming  neck  always  pleased 

yes,  you  had  to  put  up  with  a  lot  last  night  didn’t  you,  you  poor  boy? 
Richard  wouldn’t  leave  Elizabeth  alone  would  he?  No.  I  told  him,  I  told  him  a 
hundred  times,  don’t  make  your  half  drunk  dirty  jokes  before  my  daughter,  but 
he  won’t,  no,  oh,  get  down,  no,  he  won’t  and 

All  I  wanted  was  for  him  to  be  quiet  when  she  was  leaving  and  not  spoil  such 
a  precious  evening.  I  even  had  him  promise  to  listen  to  my  sermon  later  on.  But, 
no.  As  soon  as  he  could  he  was  wisecracking  and  making  her  uncomfortable  and 
she  knew  he  was  already  drunk 

and  you,  my  poor  baby,  you  saw  how  he  just  did  not  listen  to  my  sermon  at 
all  when  I  read  it  to  him.  His  mind  just  wandered  exactly  when  I  was  becoming 
better.  He  always  frustrates  me 

But  no,  that  wasn’t  enough,  was  it?  Oh,  no.  He  had  to  go  to  the  kitchen  to 
get  that  extra  beer,  he  said.  And  what  did  he  come  back  with?  Always  the  pint 
of  the  best.  Offering  me  that  terrible  drink,  then  laughing  at  me,  calling  me 
preacher  woman-  oh,  if  you  weren’t  asleep- 

and  he  disturbed  you,  too.  You  were  asleep  last  night,  but  he  didn’t  care,  just 
kept  pouring  and  hollering  loud  until  he  passed  out,  with  that  bulging  head 
thrown  back  over  the  sofa,  butting  that  adam’s  apple  at  me.  What  could  I  say 
they  stared  at  each  other 

I  looked  at  that  empty  and  I  looked  at  him  and  I  could  find  nothing  that  I 
saw  once  in  him.  Leaving  my  family  without  so  much  as  a  goodbye.  And  what 
thanks?  He  put  away  that  uniform  alright  when  he  returned.  A  minister  he  said 
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he  wanted  to  be-  but  who  worked  night  and  day  to  build  that  church  when  you 
were  drinking  in  Phoenix  on  those  business  connections?  Rely  on  the  parish  and 
Cathy  and  let  them  come,  let  them  all,  to  hear  the  great  preacher  of  the  Arizona 
flats-  let  them  come  and  hear  your  words  glued  on  the  whiskey  bottles 

Samson  stood  still,  oscillating  between  the  desire  to  lie  down  or  move  timidly 
closer 

No,  I  will  not  let  him  crumble  all  I  have  built 
She  rubbed  Samson’s  neck  harder  and  harder. 

I  will  save  what’s  left.  He  won’t  defile  my  church.  He  won’t  touch  Elizabeth 
with  his  corruption.  She  won’t  fall  to  his  thinking.Thinking 
No  car  coming. 

She’s  grounded  in  that  right  way  of  living.  She  knows  what’s  right.  One  has  to 
have  respect  in  this  community 

Samson  began  to  move  about,  over  the  bottles  left  from  the  night  before. 
Catherine  had  not  the  desire  last  night  to  pick  up  the  debris,  but  now  if  someone 
ever... 

Alright  I’ll  feed  you 

She  reentered  with  a  brown  paper  bag,  dropping  bottles  in  as  quietly  as 
possible,  chink,  chink. 

She  didn’t  even  phone  me-  I  should  call  the  police-gone  all  night.  Never 
before  Never.  Never  told  me  his  name.  She  was  smiling  a  lot  before  she  left,  she 
must  have  known  him 
bump 

what  was  that,  oh... 

she  picked  up  the  painted  bowl  with  the  reflecting  glass  at  the  bottom 
she  gave  me  this  last  year,  said  some  Indian  kid  made  it  for,  lucky  charm 
around  it,  didn’t  she  say 

fingering  the  round  glassness  she  rubbed  the  red  ring  around  the  center 

Eye  of  God  pure  of  light  surrounded  by  the  collar  of 

fascinating  finger,  put  it  down 

Elizabeth 

down 

You’re  up.  Go  ahead,  stumble  about.  Creak  that  door,  creak  it,  sounds  like 
your  hanging  on  it. 

But  no,  you’ll  come  out  in  your  Sunday  suit,  your  half- 
zippered  pants  and  stained  T-shirt 

she  just  bent  down  for  the  last  bottle 
“Betty  home?” 

Go  ahead,  rub  your  chest,  but  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  her? 

“I  think  we  should  do  something.” 

“We?”  Catherine  almost  choked  on  this  absudity.  “How  can  you  dare  suggest 
such  a  ridiculous  idea?  You  worried  about  her?  Elizabeth  hasn’t  seen  her  father 
sober  for  more  than  a  week  in  the  last  five  years,  and  you  think,  sure  you  think, 
that  you  are  going  to  do  something?” 

“But  we...” 
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“Richard,  you  never  thought,  you’ve  always  been  like  this.  You  never 
thought  about  anything,  except  to  hide  in  that  bottle  of  yours.  You  came  west 
to  build  a  church  and  and  seek  peace  but  no,  sir,  you  sought  something  else 
when  we  got  here,  didn’t  you,  and  you  found  it.  You’ve  been  running,  letting 
everything  that  we  started  go  to  nothing.  But  I  married  you  and  I’m  not  going  to 
let  you  ruin  anything.  I’m  thinking  for  you  now.” 

You’re  becoming  disgusting;  why  not  leave  the  room?  Go  ahead  stare  like 
that,  blank  as  the  sky. 

“Then  what  do  you  think  should  be  done?” 

“Wait.” 

Catherine  was  becoming  slightly  unnerved  at  this  question.  She  had  been 
waiting,  but  what  could  she  do? 

“Wait?  You  think  waiting  will  do  any  good?  Where  is  Betty?  She’s  been  out 
all  night-  you  don’t  allow  this.  ” 

Yes,  the  empty  bottle  has  a  broken  top,  but  he  still  can  cut.  You  used  it  last 
night  before  she  left,  but  you  didn’t  care 

Catherine  tried  to  shove  the  bag  onto  him,  but  he  had  already  turned, 
escaping  to  the  bathroom. 


****** 

Having  changed  into  a  clean  white  shirt,  Richard  found  Catherine  setting  the 
table  for  three.  She  took  no  notice  of  him.  Unsteadily,  steady  now,  he  pulled 
out  a  chair,  and  plopped.  She  went  to  the  cabinets,  pretending  she  was  looking 
for  something. 

“You’re  really  hot  today,  aren’t  you,  Cathy?” 

“Can’t  you  see  I’m  busy?”  She  began  to  rearrange  some  cups  on  the  shelf. 

“Got  a  drink?” 

“You’ve  had  enough.” 

“Ah,  yes,  today  another  of  Catherine  Brewster’s  evangelical  counsels  is  being 
resurrected.  Thou  should  not  give  drink  to  your  husband,  for  you  have  delivered 
him  out  of  the  land  of  Egypt...”  He  broke  off  in  a  weak  laugh. 

“You’re  blasphemous.”  She  was  becoming  irritated.  He  saw  her  rub  the  cup 
in  her  hands. 

“Watch  it,  you  might  break  it,  and  you  might  find  you  have  blood.  Oh,  give 
me  a  drink!  ” 

She  turned  her  back,  continuing  to  rub  the  cup. 

“Come  my  little  children  and  let  us  sit  by  the  pool  of  Lebanon  and  weep  for 
all  those  lovely  little  shot  glasses,  come  let  us  sing  of-  why  you  know  this,  Cathy, 
come  on,  sing.” 

She  put  the  cup  down  and  went  over  to  Samson.  Patting  him,  she  said 
something  inaudible,  which  disturbed  Richard. 

“Give  that  mutt  some  food,  and  you  won’t  give  me  a  drink.  You  call  me 
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blasphemous?  You?  Hypocrite.  Don’t  let  your  right  hand  know  what  the  left  is 
doing  especially  if  you  give  a  dog  your  husband’s  hand.” 

“Can’t  you  stop  it  even  for  today?” 

“Today  is  the  day  that  Catherine  hath  made.” 

“You  dirty  man.  You  can’t  stop.  You  want  to  break  me.” 

He  stood  up,  one  hand  supporting  him  on  the  table.  He  tried  to  seek  out  her 
eyes  but  she  continued  to  be  absorbed  in  the  dog. 

“I  want  a  drink.” 

“Get  it  yourself  if  you  can.”  She  had  turned  to  him  with  spite,  turning  back 
after  slapping  him  with  “if  you  can”.  At  once  he  was  over,  pulling  her  up  to  his 
face. 

“Turn  your  head,  because  my  breath  stinks  whiskey.  You  can’t  take  it,  can 
you;  You  can’t  do  it.  You  won’t  get  that  drink  for  me  because  I’m  drunk.  You 
know  what  that  means.  You  know.  You  can’t  live  like  that  can  you?  You  can’t 
do  it?  You  can’t  look  into  these  bloody  eyes  and  see  that  golden  calf  that  you 
tried  to  erect.  But  you’re  trying,  trying  to  tear  me  down  forever,  so  I’m  nothing. 
Wouldn’t  it  be  nice  if  everybody  could  look  away  and  forget  me,  but  they  can’t 
and  you  can’t.  Go  ahead,  turn  your  head  away,  but  that  stink  still  surrounds 
your  brain  and  it  eats  at  you.  It  eats  you  like  I  used  to.” 

She  struggled  to  get  away,  anywhere  so  she  could  breathe,  “Let  me  go.” 

“Not  until  you  promise  to  tell  her.” 

Catherine  relaxed  in  his  arms.  She  waited  his  words. 

“You’re  going  to  tell  her  you’re  afraid  of  me.”  He  was  serious  now,  his  hands 
had  completely  let  go  of  her.  He  just  stood  there,  staring  in  his  three  day  beard. 

“And  why  should  I  do  that?”  Free,  she  began  to  feel  strong  again.  She  would 
elude. 

“Because  she  can  know  you  like  I  know  you.” 

“You  don’t  know  me,”  she  hurled  at  him.  Now  each  of  them  stared  across 
the  room,  as  Samson  waved  his  head,  and  then  his  tail  back  and  forth... 

Richard  seemed  to  draw  his  breath  more  slowly.  He  sat  down.  She  did  not 
move.  He  got  up,  walked  almost  steadily  to  the  refrigerator,  got  a  bottle,  then 
sat  down  quickly.  As  he  pried  the  cork  out,  he  gritted,  “Will  she  ever  know  her 
mother?” 

Calmly,  Catherine  took  two  steps  towards  him.  She  only  said,  “I’m  her 
mother.” 

He  had  opened  the  bottle  finally;  putting  it  to  his  lips,  he  blew,  “Prove  it.” 

“Prove  what?” 

“It  is  so  written,  my  dear,  that  the  grand  deaconess  of  this  lowly  church  will 
so  make  known  to  her  virgin  child  that  her  mother  is  the  virgin  progenetrix.” 

“You  dirty...” 

“Ah,  ah,  ah.  All  I  speak  is  gospel.  All  that  ushers  from  me  is  flowing  with 
whiskey  and  filled  with  all  good  warm  things.” 
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“You’re  drunk.” 

“Is  that  your  only  defense?” 

“I’m  her  mother.”  Catherine’s  cheeks  tightened. 

Swirling  the  whiskey,  he  said,  “I  want  you  to  prove  it.” 

“How?” 

“Simply  by  the  revelation  of  where  she  is.” 

He  had  brought  her  to  the  canyon  of  ignorance.  She  could  not  look  down  it. 
Suddenly,  her  eyes  flared  up  again;  she  had  thought  of  another  attack.  Relaxing 
momentarily,  she  stormed,  “You  shamed  that  girl  last  night  with  all  those  filthy 
remarks  about  her  date.  You  were  drunk  last  night  and  you  didn’t  care  at  all 
what  you  said.  But  you  weren’t  drunk  were  you?  You  just  do  that  so  you  can 
hurt  her.  You  want  to  crumble  her.  You  want  to  break  her  morals,  her 
sensibilities,  you...” 

“Where  is  she?”  Swirl  the  bottle  once  again. 

“You  shamed  that  girl,  because  she’s  a  virgin...”  She  looked  at  his  twirling  the 
bottle.  He  would  not  look  up. 

“You  want  her  to...” 

He  would  not  look  up. 

He  let  out  Samson  as  he  watched  Catherine  walk  quickly  to  the  stucco  shed 
he  had  built  when  they  first  arrived  there.  The  dog  slowly  doddled  after  her, 
although  she  apparently  paid  no  attention.  Clutching  the  bottle,  he  leaned 
against  the  side  of  the  post  watching  two  figures  fade  in  the  western  dust.  As 
they  left  in  this  dry  incense,  Richard  uttered, 

“Bitch.” 
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Elizabeth  was  already  in  the  kitchen  when  Catherine  returned.  The  black 
haired  girl  sat  indifferently  at  the  table  pushing  a  fork  slowly.  As  Catherine 
stood  at  the  entrance  Samson  squeezed  under  her  legs  and  rushed  to  Elizabeth. 
Silently  her  long  black  hair  fell  on  the  red  of  the  dog  as  she  began  to  kiss  and  rub 
his  sides.  Red  were  her  eyes.  Her  hair  uncombed.  Her  eyes  rising  met  Catherine’s, 
then  lowered.  Her  blouse  wrinkled.  Richard  leaning  by  the  refrigerator,  held  his 
bottle  as  he  stared  at  her. 

But  no,  this  silence  would  not  do. 

“Where  have  you  been?  I’ve  thought  of  calling  the  police.  Have  you  no  regard 
for  your  mother?” 

Pat,  pat  the  dog.  Let  him  jump  a  bit,  happy.  Silent  girl,  blending  black  and 
red,  bend  the  head  to  receive. 

“Elizabeth,  where  have  you  been?” 

The  bottle  clutching  hand  came  down  on  the  table.  “Goddamn  you,  don’t 
you  know  when  your  daughter  doesn’t  want  to  talk?” 

But  no,  you  can  stand  there,  Richard,  you  can  stand  there,  but  no,  no,  you  do 
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not  speak. 

“Elizabeth!  Tell  him  you’re  alright.” 

Pat,  patting  the  happy  dog. 

“My  daughter  always  talks  to  me.”  Catherine  was  about  to  grab  the  bottle 
away,  when  his  fist  returned.  “She  has  nothing  to  hide.  You  hear  me.  I  should 
know,  I’ve  sacrificed  myself  for  her.  She  knows  what’s  right.”  She  turned 
insistently  on  the  girl. 

Thrust  the  hands  through  the  red  hair.  Feel  his  low  growl  in  his  skin.  How  his 
bones  murmur. 

“My  daughter  will  talk  to  me,  won’t  you?  I  said  you’re  going  to  talk  to  me. 
Elizabeth,  stop  it,  stop  patting  that  dog  and  listen.  You  know  what  you’re  doing. 
You  can’t  keep  your  mother  from  knowing,  you  know  how  I  love  you.  Just 
open  your  heart  to  me.”  Catherine  was  now  beside  the  girl.  Her  hands  were 
poised  to  join  her  daughter’s.  “Tell.” 

Turning,  rising  from  the  dog,  the  girl’s  eyes  bore  the  reddened  message.  See 
my  eyes,  how  red,  they’re  dry.  Linger  at  the  rim  of  me  and  stare 
fascinating  roundness 
rubbed  red 
eyes 

“God,”  Richard  broke  in,  “why  don’t  you  leave  that  kid  alone?  She’s  not 
gonna  tell  you  anything.  ” 

But  no,  he  will  not  win  her 

Catherine  took  the  girl’s  hands,  continuing  to  look  in  her  eyes,  “Who  was 
he?” 

Nothing.  No  eyes,  now  closed.  Her  hand  reaches  for  the  dog. 

“Who  was  he?” 

“Can’t  you  leave  her  alone?  Let  her  enjoy  her  own  life.” 

You  cut  her  again,  didn’t  you  and  you  cut  me,  you  wanted  that,  too 
Catherine  walked  over  to  the  window. 

You  raise  a  decent  daughter  and  this  happens  and  he  still  plays  with  you  with 
that  bottle  in  his  mouth  cheering  her  on  for  what  she  did  and  she  knows  she 
hates  herself 

Turning,  she  asked  Elizabeth,  “You  love  me  and  you  did  this?” 

But  no,  she  won’t  say  a  word  because  he’s  here 
“For  the  love  of  God,  tell  me  his  name!” 

Then  Richard  began  to  laugh,  rubbing  the  bottle  against  his  chest,  “Can’t  you 
see,  you  can’t  break  her.  She’s  got  something  that  you  can’t  get  at  and  she’s  not 
letting  anybody  on.” 

But  no,  she  will  let  me  in 

“Richard,  keep  still.  Who  are  you  to  say  a  word?  You  drunkard,  how  can  you 
stand  there  and  watch  your  own  daughter  in  this  condition-  you  a  man  of  God. 
You  allow  this?” 

“I  allow  anything  that  breaks  you.”  He  was  now  standing  without  support. 
“Maybe  she  was  even  happy.” 
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“You  fool,”  she  grabbed  the  bottle  out  of  his  hand,  causing  him  to  totter,  and 
smashed  it  before  Samson.  “You  let  her  lust  with  a  man  and  say  nothing? 
Haven’t  I  shown  what  real  love  is?  Haven’t  I  stayed  with  you,  keeping  our  name 
in  the  community?  And  haven’t  I  taught  you,  Elizabeth,  what  love  is?...”  The 
woman  rushed  from  the  room  almost  hitting  Samson. 

Richard  was  now  sitting  opposite  Elizabeth,  who  stared  vacantly  through  the 
window.  He  brought  his  chin  down  on  his  chest,  losing  himself  in  his  half  closed 
eyes. 

Striking  the  gleam  of  the  sun,  the  pistol  was  offered  by  Catherine.  Elizabeth 
took  no  notice.  It  was  some  few  moments  before  Richard  grasped  the 
significance  of  the  flashing  light. 

“For  the  love  of  God,  what  are  you  doing  with  that  gun?” 

“She  will  shoot  Samson  out  in  the  shack.” 

“You’re  out  of  your  mind.” 

“No,  you’re  out  of  yours.  How  can  you  flaunt  the  will  of  God?”  Catherine 
was  now  herself.  Each  word  out  of  her  received  new  vigor  because  of  her 
mission.  She  raised  Elizabeth’s  head, 

“I  want  you  to  take  this  gun  and  do  it.” 

The  eyes  are  terrified.  Red  and  anxious.  But  there  is  no  desire  in  them  to  say 
no,  to  reject  the  will. 

“You  can’t  do  this  to  her.  You  said  she  was  in  a  bad  way.  And  now  you  want 
her  to  shoot  the  thing  she  loves?” 

“She  must.  She  doesn’t  love  this  dog.  Nor  does  she  love  her  mother  when  she 
can  do  this.  She  loves  her  lust  and  the  fever  of  that  lust  must  be  removed.  She 
must  prove  her  love.” 

“You’re  just  joking,”  he  tried  to  force  a  laugh  that  failed  immediately. 

“I’m  as  serious  as  she  is.”  She  stared  long  at  Richard,  who  backed  into  a  seat. 
“You  wanted  me  to  reveal  where  she  was,  but  I’ll  do  something  better,  I’ll  reveal 
her  love.”  She  turned  to  the  girl,  “Take  this  as  a  sign  of  love  for  your  man.  If 
you  love  him,  keep  him  in  your  mind  when  you  fire  and  forever  break  the  bonds 
from  me.” 

In  silence  the  gun  is  passed  to  the  girl.  Elizabeth  has  first  recoiled  from 
accepting,  but  as  far  as  she  tried  to  retreat  the  gun  was  thrust  to  her.  F ollowing 
the  gun  gleam  were  her  mother’s  eyes,  speaking  the  word,  tighter,  the  word, 
tighter,  until  she  opened  her  hands. 

Triumphantly,  the  woman  leashed  the  nervous  dog.  She  handed  the  fidgeting 
cord  to  the  girl.  Taking  it,  without  looking  at  the  dog,  she  turned  to  Richard 
with  his  head  buried  in  his  arms. 

The  door  opened  onto  the  heat.  The  woman  watched  her  daughter  cross  the 
pebbled  walk  to  the  shack.  Reaching  it,  she  had  to  pull  the  dog  behind  the  wall. 

Upon  the  waves  of  heat,  the  report  carried.  Triumphantly  Catherine  turned  to 
Richard,  believing  her  daughter’s  obedience,  when  Samson  squeezed  under  her 
legs. 
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Phillip  Pecorino 


Cancer  smoke  clouds  inevitable  threaten  over  in  the  distance  where  mushroom 
ones  are  now  forgotten. 

What  will  pass  well? 

Worlds  ago  everything  signalled  change.  For  everything  there  is  a  season  and  now 
was  the  season  for  a  quick  realization  of  adolescents’  utopia’s.  Constitutional 
functioning  to  end  all 

Ignorance 

Poverty 

Suffering 

By  what  means  for  what  ends? 

“Having  studied  the  problem  and  having  consulted  with  the  appropriate 
consultants  it  is  my  great  and  sad  task  to  inform  you,  my  fellow  citizens,  that  these 
pressing  and  vital  problems  that  confront  us  are  impossible  to  solve.” 

I  believe.  I  do  believe.  I  believe  in 

lollipops  music 

cabbages  and  seagulls 

kings  happy  things 

As  far  West  as  one  goes  before  falling  off  the  earth  I  was  born  of  my  parents. 
New  World  City  dubious  glorious  synthetic  eclectic.  Option  out  Nirvana,  check  life 
here  now  fully. 

How  full  is  my  fill  to  be? 

Declaration  of  affirmation,  confirmation  of  existence. 

How  many  promises  does  affirmation  mean? 

The  world  pains 
better  or  worse  to  enumerate 
the  starving  and  the  dead 
the  ignorant  and  the  enslaved 
there  in  the  distance  and 
here  at  my  door. 

Possibility  of  action  thinly  preserved.  Time  to  prepare.  Tools  from  learning. 
There  is  still  time. 

But  Now  clouds  do  threaten  and  sunlight  fails.  The  totally  absurd  alone  now.  All 
else  fails  from  a  silver  blade  into  the  back. 

But  Black  Now 

Quiet  now.  Chaos  concludes.  Stillness  begins.  Down.  All  around  a  warmth. 
Down.  Black  upon  black  and  blacker  still  and  down  past  Nothing  and  down. 
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Time  not  at  all  invisible  about  through  under  and  down  in  the  black. 

Eyes  as  many  as  the  stars  and  sands  and  none. 

But  Silver  Now 

The  silver  intrudes  a  sharpness  quicker  than  the  light.  Pain  now.  In  between  my 
shoulders  in  my  back  a  harsh  reality. 

But  it  always  was  there.  It  never  really  wasn’t  there.  As  long  as  I  am  it  is.  It 
sustains.  It  may  well  be  all  there  is  now.  It  reflects  those  eyes  as  I  do  not.  It  is  so 
PERSONAL. 

But  Green  Now 

The  green  pervades.  Beauty  greater  than  the  wonder  now. 

But  I  smell  the  stench  of  a  million  dusty  musty  gaseous  carcasses.  My  Mother 
there  next  to  your  Brother. 

But  Grey  Now 

The  grey  through  tearful  panes  I  see. 

But  nothing  right.  No  order  confusion  abounds  Chaos  in  conscious  data 
continually  streams  in  no  stopping  no  halting  the  assaulting  flood  Events  occur  they 
do  happen  society  acts  and  reacts  truisms  that  bind  body  and  mind. 


The  unbelievable  that  must  be  believed. 

The  unlivable  that  must  be  lived. 

Sanity  is  a  choice  one  chooses  to  remain. 

No  sacred  times  No  sacred  places  yet  the  heart  longs.  Poetry  gone  the  beautiful 
become  common.  Cruel  cliches.  The  mind  cries. 

No  truth  unlimited 
No  beauty  untainted 
No  love  unbounded 

Actions  mirrored  by  reactions.  Travesty  of  truth. 


No  more 

But  blue  now  red  orange  white 

Spectrum  kaliedoscopes  each  dawning  out  of  blackness  countless  universes. 
Creation  innumerable.  I  create  with  aching  back  and  cold  feet  out  of  bed.  I  know 
and  do  not  know.  I  see  now  the  silver  blade  within  my  back.  I  welcome  it.  I  know  it 
to  be  me.  Sweet  black  beauty  brother  to  life  stay  always  as  thy  will.  Sustain  and 
Recreate.  With  thee  alone 
one  can  survive  a  noble  life. 
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What  The  Flies  Said 


Martin  Funke 


Leddy  Harter,  a  representative  of  the  Lightfeet  Shoe  Company,  ended  his  life 
on  August  3rd,  1960.  He  jumped  from  the  third  story  window  of  a  prominent 
hotel  in  Cook,  Massachusetts,  plummeted  through  a  glass  sun-canopy  and 
disintegrated  his  head  on  the  sidewalk  out  front  of  the  main  entrance.  It  was 
somewhat  later  noted  by  a  newsman  that  he  had  narrowly  missed  “crossing  the 
bar...  with  a  poodle  being  walked  by  a  chauffeur.  Both  the  chauffeur  and  the 
poodle,  I  am  told,  are  now  on  tranquilizers..” 

At  the  store,  Leddy ’s  death  was  taken  stoically  enough.  His  colleagues  said  to 
each  other,  “Poor...  fellow.”  No  one  said  poor  Leddy;  that  would  have  been 
absurd,  even  in  the  light  of  his  demise.  Harter  was  never  close  enough  to  his 
business  colleagues,  such  as  they  were,  nor  did  he  desire  to  be,  apparently,  to 
warrant  such  familiarity  even  now. 

Because  he  did  not  die  of  natural  causes,  the  police  investigated—  although  it 
looked  pretty  much  open-and-shut.  Harter  had  left  a  note  in  the  room  he  had 
engaged  (just  for  the  night,  as  the  hotel  clerk  recalled).  The  note  (ball  point  on 
Fleetfeet  letterhead):  “Unfortunate  here  and  now.  Would  have  wanted  a  higher 
floor  but  not  really  necessary  in  the  long  view  of  things.  My  time  has  come.  And 
that’s  not  bad.  Signed...” 

The  police  puzzled  over  the  note,  but  not  for  too  long.  The  facts  stood. 
Obviously,  the  note  reflected  some  sort  of  depression.  The  only  reason  the  note 
didn’t  say  “Goodbye  forever,”  or  “Please  forgive  me,  this  is  the  only  way...”  was 
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because  This  Guy  was  a  nut,  and  he  probably  wanted  to  be  artistic  or  something. 
But  the  police  went  to  see  Harter’s  mother  anyway,  to  make  sure  the  motive;  or 
whatever,  was  clear  enough  to  close  the  books  on. 

Leddy  had  lived  with  his  mother  in  a  two-story  grey,  about  a  mile  from  the 
center  of  town.  When  the  police  went  to  see  her  three  days  after,  she  was  already 
settled  into  a  comfortable  period  of  mourning.  She  sat  in  her  black  rayon  in  an 
overstuffed  chair  in  the  little-old-lady  living  room,  and  took  advantage  of  the 
audience,  to  reminisce.  For  an  old  lady,  she  looked  healthily  fat— not  at  all 
ulcerous,  or  crepe-skinned.  The  living  room  reflected  her,  with  its  bookcases  and 
icons,  and  1947  flowered  wallpaper.  An  orange  divan,  fat  and  warm. 

“No,”  she  declared  with  special  emphasis,  rapping  herself  on  one  knee  with 
friendly  fat  fingers.  “He  wasn’t  what  I’d  call  happy  about  anything.  We  got  along 
pretty  well,  of  course.  He  didn’t  forget  that  I  was  his  mother.  But  he  wasn’t  ever 
ex-tatic  about  anything  as  far  as  I  know.  Twenty  years,  now,  he  graduated  from 
the  Community  College.  His  first  year  there,  I  remember,  he  was  always  out  of 
breath.  .  .he  enjoyed  it  that  first  year.  Then.  .  .well,  I  never  knew  what  exactly 
was  on  his  mind..”  Then  she  said  quickly,  “Of  course,  I  knew  he  never  thought 
of  anything  like  this.  That’s  Leddy ’s  picture.”  She  pointed  to  an  8  x  10 
glossyopaltone  on  the  mantle.  Walnutframed,  a  two-dimensional  thin-haired, 
fleshy-cheeked  Leddy  Harter  smiled  with  benevolence  at  Mother.  And  smiled  at 
the  two  policemen.  They,  in  turn,  looked  at  each  other,  at  Mrs.  Harter,  and  at 
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their  shoes.  Both  were  embarrassed.  The  two  policemen  didn’t  like  to  go  through 
the  embarrassment  that  they  always  knew  was  waiting  for  them  in  cases  like  this. 

(“Business  major?”  Eddis  asked.  “No,  literature.”  “Oh.”  “He  had  a  boat,” 
she  said.) 

“A  boat?” 

“For  only  a  short  time,”  Mrs.  Harter  said. 

The  two  men  shuffled  into  Leddy’s  room  on  the  second  floor.  They  didn’t 
have  to,  and  didn’t  want  to,  but  the  old  lady  had  asked.  Maybe,  she  said,  they 
could  find  a-  clue. 

“A  clue,”  Eddis  said,  matter-of-fact.  She  mighta  said  a  cantaloupe,  he 
thought. 

Bare  room. 

“Here,”  Eddis  said,  “look  at  this,  Frank.”  Pasted  on  the  wall  at  eye  level  over 
a  desk- worktable,  was  a  5  x  8  file  card:  (typed): 

I  grow  old.  ...  I  grow  old  .  .  . 

I  shall  wear  the  bottoms  of  my  trousers  rolled  .  .  . 

“Is  that  a  put-on?”  Frank  said. 

“I  think  it’s  Frost,”  Eddis  said. 

Frank  scowled.  “So  what?” 

They  clumped  down  the  stairs  and  out  the  door. 

The  plastic-hulled  boat  fell  hysterically  in  the  trough  between  each 
fur-skinned  wave,  making  a  plokk!  that  the  man  alone  in  the  stern  could  feel  in 
the  seat  of  his  pants. 

“I’m  beginning  to  get  the  feeling  of  this,”  Leddy  thought  to  himself,  but 
crouched  in  the  molded  seat,  he  was  unwilling  to  uncrab  his  hands  from  the 
shellacked  wooden  tiller.  He  was  hunched  over,  as  if  trying  to  get  under  the 
awning  of  his  forehead.  Scanning  ahead,  the  view  framed  by  the  boom  of  the 
gaff-rigged  sail  and  the  shifting  seasurface.  A  downwind  tack  .  .  . 

“An  experienced  sailor,”  he  thought,  “someone  who  really  knew  what  he  was 
doing  ...  I  think  he  would  let  the  sail  out  all  the  way,  and  catch  all  the  wind 


But  Leddy  wouldn’t  .  .  .  too  much  he  didn’t  know  and  at  the  moment  wasn’t 
curious  to  know.  What  concerned  him  now  was  what  to  do  when  the  little  dory 
came  to  the  heavily-trafficked  channel,  that  lay  ahead  of  him.  On  the  left  the 
water  grew  shallow,  especially  now,  when  the  water  was  approaching  low-tide, 
and  the  water  was  flowing  out  very  quickly,  scouring  the  sand  bar  that  would 
emerge  far  to  the  stern. 

“Fourteen  feet  ...  it  feels  smaller  and  smaller  .  .  .  too  small  ...” 
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This  was  the  first  time  Leddy  had  taken  the  boat  himself  into  the  bay,  the 
first  time  he  had  put  it  into  the  water  himself,  and  felt  the  weight  of  it,  and 
pulled  the  dacron  sail  up  the  aluminum  mast  after  threading  it  through  the  gaff 
and  the  large  cumbersome  boom.  Hauling  it  to  the  beach  behind  his  Volkswagen, 
he  noted  with  an  inner  smile  that  the  boat  seemed  as  big  as  a  yawl.  How 
insignificant  now,  insulted,  no— ignored!— by  the  waves  and  the  wind  that 
sometimes  changed  its  mind  about  bellying  out  the  sail,  with  its  blue-and-white 
attempt  at  gaiety. 

The  centerboard  hum  was  fading  away,  slowly.  When  Leddy  had  first  pulled 
in  the  sail,  off  the  beach,  and  the  boat  had  picked  up  speed,  the  water  purl 
oscillated  the  wooden  dagger  so  that  the  entire  boat,  with  its  air-pocket  seats, 
murmured  in  sympathy.  The  boat  had  not  been  in  the  water  for  a  while;  now, 
the  centerboard,  which  fitted  into  a  groove  in  the  center  seat,  was  starting  to 
swell  again.  Leddy  missed  the  hum.  It  was  company. 

The  sun  was  hot,  but  not  the  dry  hot  that  Leddy  felt  on  land,  that 
sweat-stained  all  his  suits  when  he  went  door-to-door.  This  sun  was  as  fluid  as 
the  water,  and  could  course  through  his  body,  bathe  him.  He  draped  his  t-shirt, 
which  he  had  taken  off  his  white  back  earlier,  and  covered  his  head  with  it,  like  a 
bonnet.  There  was  no  one  close  enough  to  see.  Mama  mia!  he  smiled. 

The  boat  was  narrow,  and  fast,  and  sometimes  it  shot  over  a  trough  without 
reflecting  that  it  ought  to  fall  in.  Instead  it  would  belly  softly  like  dough  into 
the  wave-trestle,  and  gain  speed. 

The  channel  was  much  closer  now;  on  the  right,  it  was  bordered  by  a  stone 
jette,  with  people  fishing  off  it. 

.  .  .How  distances  over  water  deceive  .  .  .  From  the  starting  point,  he  had  seen 
the  jette  hovering  over  the  water,  a  trick  of  the  sun.  Now  it  was  black,  and  solid. 
The  jette  was  constantly  being  washed  by  the  natural  wave  action,  and  also  by 
the  power  boats  that  went  in  and  out,  some  of  them  spewing  gas  fumes,  and 
smoke,  leaving  underwater  green  excrement. 

Leddy  stared  at  the  jette  for  a  moment;  then  he  headed  the  boat  around 
clumsily,  and  pointed  it  to  the  beach  where  his  Volkswagen  was  parked. 

The  boat  slipped  off  the  trailer  twice,  as  he  by  himself  cranked  it  onto  the 
rubber  rollers.  He  drove  back  to  the  house,  being  careful  to  signal  with  his  hands 
when  stopping  and  turning  on  the  main  roads. 

“So,  Aeneas,  you  return.”  His  mother  said  this  to  him  over  a  bowl  of  apple 
slices;  she  was  going  to  make  a  pie,  and  did  not  look  up  because  she  would  break 
her  concentration.  The  peeler  made  dry,  rasping  sounds.  She  had  recently  read  a 
condensed  version  of  the  Aeneid,  that  she  had  got  for  coupons  at  the  A&P,  and 
had  made  the  connection. 

Yes,  Leddy  said.  He  was  hack  and  he  was  tired  and  would  she  wake  him  up 
about  an  hour  before  supper,  if  he  happened  to  doze  off  on  the  couch.  Yes,  she 
would. 

“Oh  .  .  .  have  you  decided?” 
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Leddy  stood  in  the  doorway,  and  leaned  his  elbow  on  the  top  of  the  mauve 
refrigerator. 

“Decided?” 

“About  the  boat.  If  you  decided,  I  was  thinking,  we  could  mention  it  to 
Uncle  Frank  and  Aunt  Iris,  and  maybe  haggle  a  little  .  .  ” 

Leddy  said  he  wasn’t  sure.  Looking  at  the  refrigerator. 

Well,  was  he  going  to  let  it  sit  in  the  yard,  for  the  next  maybe  two  months? 

“Maybe  I  will.  I’ll  try  to  make  some  spare  time.  I’m  beginning  to  get  rather 
good  at  it,”  he  said.  When  you  are  forty-two  years  old,  you  should  be  good  at 
something. 

Leddy  Harter,  at  forty-two  years  old,  was  rather  good  already  at  selling 
Lightfeet  shoes.  “Lightfeet  shoes  are  number  one,”  the  slogan  went  (a  lie). 
Actually,  the  customers  were  regular  customers,  and  he  just  checked  up  on  them 
from  time  to  time.  He  luckily  didn’t  have  to  try  to  sell.  He  wasn’t  really  a 
salesman  by  any  professional  description. 

LIGHTFEET  SHOES  ARE  NUMBER  ONE.  Lightfeet  SHOES  are  number 
one.  Lightfeet  shoes  ARE  .  .  .  Leddy  took  off  his  Lightfeet  shoes,  and  let  himself 
fall  back  gratefully  onto  the  Sunrise  Orange  divan.  He  noted  with  some 
satisfaction  before  he  fell  asleep  that  he  had  gotten  some  windburn  on  his 
cheeks.  Aeneas! 

.  .  .He  had  just  brought  in  his  order  form  carbons,  with  the  checkspayable, 
and  thought  out  of  nowhere  he  would  like  to  visit  Mrs.  Vincent.  It  would  be  nice 
just  to  stop  in  and  say  “Remember  me?” 

He  went  into  the  office  washroom,  the  walls  of  which  were  painted  an 
average  shade  of  officewashroom.  Damn!  there  was  someone  in  there.  Now  he 
couldn’t  use  the  urinal.  When  someone  was  in  the  washroom,  no  matter  who, 
Leddy  found  it  impossible  to  let  it  go.  He  went  directly  to  the  sink  with  his 
usual  ploy,  starting  to  slowly  wash  his  hands.  The  man  finally  left  (“G  ’night!  ”) 
and  Leddy  sighed  with  troubled  relief.  Damn  . .  . 

He  parked  the  car  out  in  front  of  the  Vincent  home,  feeling  rather  foolish.  He 
hadn’t  seen  Mrs.  Vincent  in  over  eighteen  years.  Eddy  Vincent’s  mother  was,  it 
seemed,  vaguely  glad  to  see  him,  and  they  said  very  little.  He  had  a  cup  of 
instant  coffee  there  that  she  had  pressed  on  him,  watery  and  too  sweet. 

Eddy  Vincent,  Eddy  had  a  black  1940  Ford  coupe— that  was  the  debonair 
model  that  resembled  a  hunched-over  swan.  Eddy  came  to  get  him  after  picking 
it  up  at  the  showroom.  Eddy  had  refused  to  go  fast,  although  he  obviously 
wanted  to.  “Gotta  break  ‘er  in  right,  get  the  valves  seated  and  all,  before  I  open 
it  up.”  Poor  Eddy. 

.  .  .  That  morning,  not  long  after,  he  had  gone  where  already  a  large  crowd 
had  collected,  in  back  of  Goodall’s  body  shop,  where  the  cops  had  towed  what 
was  left. 

“Wow,  look  where  the  blood-nonono,  over  by  the  back  shelf,  yeah.  I  heard 
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where  they  hadda  wash  him  out  with  a  fire  hose.  Just  like  strawberry  jam,  he 
was  so  .  . .”  Goodall’s  kid  was  in  his  glory,  just  like  a  circus  barker,  pumping  it 
for  all  it  was  worth,  with  his  pimply  sixteen-year-old  face  set  with  the  proper 
savory  awe.  “Tree  was  eight  feet  around,  see  the  splinters  in  the  grille?  Tree 
didn’t  even  move!  He  was  as  drunk  as  hell  ...” 

Leddy  was  entranced.  He  wasn’t  listening  to  the  kid.  He  wasn’t  looking  at  the 
car  as  if  it  were  anything  real.  He  kept  his  eyes  focused  on  it,  fascinated,  blurring 
it .  .  . 

“Goodbye,”  he  murmured.  He  got  to  his  feet  and  Mrs.  Vincent  escorted  him 
to  the  door.”  She  was  saying  something  10  him. 

The  upholstery  was  slashed,  from  the  steering  wheel  when  it  cut  past  Eddy’s 
body  .  .  .  and  it  was  a  body,  too,  by  that  time.  The  entire  interior  was  a  horrible 
old  smelly  mouth,  with  rotted,  damp  but  drying  strings  of  meat  still  sticking 
with  blood-glue  to  steelglass  jagged  incisors,  the  cells  no  longer  screaming  but 
rotting  pulverized  in  the  scheme  of  things.  The  buzzing  blackflies  digging  with 
hindlegs  into  the  phoenix-ashes  as  they  found  them. 

But  where 

in  the  hot  stinking  mouth  they  buzzed 
but  where,  fascinated 

hindlegs  digging,  mandibles,  specks  of  excretions  minute,  harmony  of  the 
buzzing  whine  ...  he  is  not  here,  they  said.  We  have  nothing  to  do  with  him  .  .  . 

...  an  d  do  come  again!”  she  was  saying.  Leddy  smiled  vaguely,  and  again  said 
his  goodbye. 

Mother  sat  in  the  parlor,  with  her  legs  crossed  with  great  effort  at  the  ankles. 
She  was  staring  at  the  electric  bills  that  had  come  today,  frowning  at  its 
numerical  complexity. 

Three  weeks  had  gone  by  since  the  funeral.  That  had  been  paid  off.  But  how 
to  run  a  house  by  herself?  Better  to  live  with  Frank  and  Iris,  than  to  try  to  run  a 
big  empty  first  floor  by  herself.  Yes,  she  must  invite  Frank  and  Iris,  soon,  for 
dinner. 

She  looked  down  at  the  electric  hill  again,  and  adjusted  her  glasses  .  .  .  and 
thought 

it  was  lucky  anyway  (what  a  horrible  thing  but  yes,  it  was  lucky)  that  she  had 
convinced  Leddy  about  the  boat.  He  had  gotten  rid  of  it  .  .  .  well,  just  in  time. 
The  day  before,  the  day  he  had  visited  with  Mrs.  Vincent  (for  god  knows  what) 
and  he  had  finally  agreed  to  sell  it  if  it  got  on  her  nerves  (or  whatever  it  does  to 
you,  he  said)  and  she,  are  you  mad?  and  Leddy,  no,  i  don’t  know  what  i  am,  hut 
maybe  it’s  bored  that  i  am  .  .  .  that’s  close  enough  for  now  .  .  .  and  went  and  sat 
out  on  the  back  porch  on  the  night  before. 
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I.  Memorabilia 

The  sun  intrudes  a  shaft  of  light, 
violates  the  twilit  room 
in  incest  with  the  aged. 

On  golden  trinkets,  faded  lace 
from  a  prom  gown,  on  parchment 
letters,  and  a  trace 
of  monogram  and  needle  work 
does  it  blaze. 

Now  a  long-saved,  fond  caress, 

as  every  day 

the  withered  hands 

bestow  on  tarnished  treasures; 

the  yellowed  hands  linger  in  the  maze, 

filling  up  the  days. 
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II.  Circenses 

Silent  rush  surrounds, 
receeds,  and  comes  again  on; 
enraptured  in  the  not  so  deep 
with  the  moon  in  their  eyes; 
not  now  moon-gazer, 
no  lovers  watch, 

hut  tides  engulf  the  time  of  lunatics, 
pierced  by  star-tipped  knives, 
alone  in  silver  chains, 
enthralled; 

white -blue  waves  wash  over, 
drowning; 

moon-faced,  siren,  silver  screen, 
you  fill  up  lives. 

Robert  Kenney 
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hamburger  drumsticks 
sand  blasted  brick 
trolley  red 
o,kay 
duke 

any  tonal  niche 
pitch 

they  called  him  duke 
who  sold  real  estate 
o,kay  managed  the  mbta 

deeply  were  the  indebted 
to  one  another 

the  blastman’s  wand 
steamed  on  and  up 
across  and  down, 
who'd  pay  me  for  this 
tedium? 
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duke's  buildings  get  sandblasted 
every  year 

won’t  they  wear  away? 

ha  o,kay  is  laughing 
into  his  desk  drawer 
what  next? ha 
what  next? 

“the  ballgame  is  over’’ 
duke  is  singing  a  death  song 
to  o,kay 

who  will  keep  the  ball  now 
strike 

o,kay  isn  't  ha-ing 
but  everyone  else  is 
duke  too  has  fizzled. 


anthony  j.  lugris 
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To  Tell 


Wilfred  Grapes 


When  she  found  him  there,  among  the  trees,  she  hesitated.  He  had 
not  as  yet  become  aware  that  she  was  watching  him,  standing  in  her 
summer  clothes,  bright  under  the  green  foliage,  looking  at  him.  He 
continued  to  gaze  peacefully,  in  the  cool  green  forest  shade,  deeper 
into  its  heart,  where  it  becomes  thick  and  inseparable  from  its  floor. 
He  struck  her  as  being  so  like  a  twig,  some  small  twig  growing  out  of 
the  mother  tree,  out  of  the  forest,  silent,  still  a  part  -  a  small  part  - 
and  yet  an  integral  member  of  the  wood,  of  the  tree  she  thought  the 
forest  to  be.  She  frighted,  not  knowing  why,  when  he  slowly  turned 
and  faced  his  outlook  toward  her.  She  felt  him  looking  at  her,  but 
knew  he  saw  only  what  he  formed  inside  himself,  and  not  the  trees, 
the  shrubs,  the  flowers  that  sprinkled  the  forest  floor  with  fragile 
spots  of  fragrant  color  -  and  not  her.  Her  uneasiness  dispersed  as 
quickly  as  it  had  come,  and  she  relaxed  and  watched  him  watching 
her  and  not  watching  her  concurrently.  She  watched  the  silent  look 
that  overspread  his  face,  not  totally  clear  to  her,  but  visible.  And  not 
exactly  a  silent  look,  because  it  was  saying  something,  something 
inaudible.  Something  in  the  way  he  stood,  softly,  in  the  quiet 
contentedness  of  solitude,  made  itself  present  to  her,  inside  her, 
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although  she  could  not  pick  exactly  out  his  features.  But  she  knew 
him,  each  curve  and  the  slight  almost  furtive  poking  out  of  wrinkles 
on  his  youthfilled  face. 

So  fascinating,  that  he  watches  me  and  does  not  know  it!  she 
thought,  wondered  at  the  rested  glint  that  danced  at  intervals  when 
the  breeze  rustled  the  top-leaves,  and  let  the  sunshine  in.  How 
strange  he  is  so  still!  she  thought,  almost  lifeless,  but  still  so  very  full 
of  that  warm  breath  that  the  summer  air  instills,  and  asks  to  be 
returned.  Like  something  small  and  absurdly  perfect  in  its  awkward 
beauty,  precious,  a  museumpiece,  but  breathing,  breathing  with  the 
life  of  now,  and  not  the  dead  life  of  the  ancients.  He  was  no  statue, 
simply  at  rest.  And  beautiful  to  watch,  to  almost  read,  and  to 
wonder  at. 

Jim!  she  cried.  It  came  out  in  a  stuttered  garble,  hoarselike,  deep 
and  foreign  to  her  but  with  volume  enough  to  glance  into  his 
awareness.  She  could  almost  see  his  ears  prick  up,  like  an  animal, 
with  the  calling  of  his  name;  and  she  smiled,  moving  forward,  to 
where  he  stood. 

Picking  her  way  through  the  scattered  flowers  and  the  greens  that 
carpeted  the  earth,  she  looked  at  him  steadily,  watched  his 
recognition,  sensed  his  annoyance,  as  his  face  pushed  itself  into 
smile.  He  did  not  move.  He  stood  still,  intent  upon  her  moving 
figure,  small  and  steady,  careful  not  to  crush  the  wildflowers, 
avoiding  the  twigs  that  sought  to  catch  at  her  feet;  steady,  feeling 
him  heavy  as  he  watched  her  progress. 

Shortly,  she  was  there,  and  she  reached  out  her  hand  to  him, 
thinking  he  would  feel  a  need  to  help  her  over  the  floor  she  had 
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walked  so  carefully  already.  But  he  did  not  heed  her,  and  kept  his 
hands  loosely  inside  his  pockets,  the  only  nervous  sign  the  nervous 
tinkling  of  his  keys. 

Jim,  she  said. 

He  looked  at  her,  met  her  eyes,  suddenly  looking  away  with  them, 
somewhere  behind  her,  as  if  through  her,  into  the  wood  and  away,  all 
the  time  right  at  her,  save  her  eyes. 

What  are  you  doing  here?  he  asked,  still  vaguely  gazing  through 
her,  with  only  that  and  the  almost  imperceptible  tone  of  annoyance. 

I  came  to  see  you,  at  the  house,  but  your  mother  said  you’d  gone 
walking.  So  I  thanked  her  and  said  I’d  go  look  for  you,  it’s  such  a 
nice  day. 

And  you  found  me. 

Yes. 

How  long  have  you  been  there  -  watching  me? 

Not  long.  Just  a  little  while.  I  came  and  saw  you  here,  and  I  knew 
you  didn’t  want  to  be  interrupted,  so  I  stayed  there,  quietly.  You 
looked  so  peaceful. 

Yes,  he  answered,  I  was.  I  think  I  still  am,  it’s  such  a  beautiful  day, 
as  you  said. 

His  voice  was  heavy,  as  if  trying  to  shrug  her  off  into  the  wild, 
away  from  him.  He  wished  to  be  left  alone.  And  she  could  feel  it, 
hear  this  message  emanate  from  him,  and  she  felt  hurt,  and  startled 
like  a  woman  will  when  the  man  she  loves  has  found  something 
beside  her  to  fill  him  up. 

Do  you  want  me  to  go?  she  asked,  humbling  herself,  still  realizing 
and  begging  desperately  his  pardon  and  his  love  together. 

No,  he  faltered.  No,  I  guess  not.  I’ve  been  here  quite  a  long  time 
now,  and  my  little  reverie  has  fled  me,  gone  with  you.  And  maybe 
it’s  gone  into  you. 

He  said  that  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye,  and  reassured  her,  smiling. 
She  had  won.  She  knew  she  had  won.  But  what  had  she  won?  She 
had  won  him  to  her,  but  she  was  less  than  what  she  had  been  before 
to  him.  Second  prize  for  winning ,  she  thought. 

Maybe  I’ll  go  look  for  it,  he  said,  chuckling  lewdly,  yet  warmly  in 
his  humor.  She  wondered  how  he  could  be  thus,  in  good  humor, 
while  she  in  her  turn  had  become  the  opposite  of  him.  So  quickly  she 
had  changed.  So  quickly  had  he  changed. 

Come,  he  said,  taking  her  arm,  we’ll  go  home  and  get  something  to 
eat.  Mother  will  be  glad  to  see  you  for  more  than  just  the  moment 
she’s  had. 

They  sat  in  the  kitchen.  The  three  of  them,  quiet,  in  the  cool 
room.  The  sun  lay  on  the  other  side  of  the  house,  and  this  was  a 
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blessing  in  the  summer,  for  Mrs.  Forbes,  to  have  her  kitchen  cool  in 
the  summer  afternoon. 

Ellen,  will  you  help?  asked  the  old  woman. 

Yes,  she  said,  and  got  up,  slowly,  looking  at  Jim,  who  played  with 
his  keys  on  the  wooden  tabletop.  He  caught  her,  and  reprimanded 
her  with  his  eyes,  as  if  she  were  a  child,  saying  to  her,  You’re  too 
eager.  Mother  will  think  you  are  serious  about  me.  Then  she  won’t 
even  let  you  in. 

He  chuckled,  Ellen  glowed  red,  refusing  the  sarcasm,  the  hurt,  and 
accepting  the  embarrassment,  only,  blushing. 

Mrs.  Forbes  said,  Now  Jimmy,  don’t  talk  that  way  about  me!  She 
was  pleased.  Pleased  with  him,  and  with  his  choice  of  Ellen.  Mrs. 
Forbes  was  happy  to  see  them  together,  amiable,  and  apparently 
much  in  love.  She  relegated  the  ache  of  her  only  one  leaving  until  it 
hid  down  deep  inside  her.  You’ll  make  me  seem  like  some  ogre,  if 
you  talk  that  foolishness.  Ellen  is  a  fine  girl,  and  I’d  be  happy  to  see 
you  two  settled. 

Ellen  still  blushed,  rattled  a  coffeecup,  in  an  awkward  groping  to 
find  something  for  her  hands  and  thoughts  to  do.  Forbes  sat  there, 
content,  watching  her  face  glowing,  and  strangely  glad  to  see  her 
grappling  uncomfortably  with  the  cups.  His  mother  moved  to  help 
her,  and  restored  order,  and  her  aid  and  the  returning  homey  silence 
of  the  little  kitchen  toned  down  the  color  in  Ellen’s  cheeks,  and 
restored  her. 

Mrs.  Forbes  was  a  chunky  woman,  who  gave  one  a  welcome 
feeling,  immediately.  She  had  warm,  soft  brown  eyes  that  wrapped 
one  up  like  arms,  as  if  she  took  you  into  her  huge  goodnatured 
bosom  -  which  she  often  did  -  enfolding  you  warmly  with  her 
homespun  (that  was  the  only  way  to  speak  of  her)  welcome.  She  had 
been  an  attractive  woman  in  her  youth,  and  age  had  been  easy  for 
her,  when  she  compared  herself  to  her  neighbors.  Only  the  pounds 
had  come  with  the  years,  but  they  had  not  daunted  her  spirit. 
Neither  had  the  death  of  her  husband,  five  years  before,  although  she 
missed  him,  and  missed  him  most  at  night.  She  hated  and  feared  the 
stonecold  of  an  empty  bed,  and  she  could  not  get  used  to  it. 

A  large,  very  bad,  very  Victorian-like  double-portrait  sat  sternly 
over  the  sofa,  in  the  small  livingroom,  painted  when  the  couple  was 
young,  when  Jim  Forbes  was  thirty,  and  Alma  twentyfive  -  and  their 
son  James  only  three.  But  still  -  exempting  the  poor  quality  of  the 
portrait,  the  beauty  of  Alma  Forbes’  soft  brown  eyes,  and  clean 
curved  mien  -  that  of  content  and  of  the  wonderful  hope  that 
pervades  a  contented  outlook  -  shone  through,  as  if  she  transcended 
even  the  skill  the  painter  lacked.  Her  husband  was  dark  and  he 
looked  sternly  down,  ambitious,  but  reserved,  and  a  handsome, 
responsible  man.  Moustached  and  precisely  barbered,  but 
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unfortunately  pictured  much  like  plastic,  almost  like  a  waxen  figure. 
She  did  not  like  the  portrait.  It  had  not  done  him  justice.  But  she 
had  sat  with  him,  of  her  own  prodding,  and  through  her  own  sweet 
coaxing  got  him  to  forget  his  stubborn  ideas  of  a  pair  of  them,  to 
hang,  facing  one  another. 

What  was  he  doing  out  there,  in  the  woods,  looking  for 
wood-nymphs?  Mrs  Forbes  said,  coyly,  smiling  at  Ellen,  upon  whose 
face  the  easy  color  was  rising  once  again. 

I  was  thinking,  Forbes  said,  letting  Ellen  settle  down.  I  stood 
there,  leaning  on  a  huge  old  beech,  thinking  about  the  years  it  has 
been  there,  alive,  long  before  I,  or  you,  Mother,  or  so  many  others.  It 
has  lived  before  me  and  will  long  after  me.  It  frightened  me,  some, 
thinking  about  it.  About  its  life,  and  mine.  About  - 

Mrs.  Forbes,  worried  by  the  darkening  mood,  interrupted  him. 
Don’t  get  morbid,  James.  She  said  no  more.  He  looked  at  her, 
sternly,  almost  hostile,  as  his  father  had  at  times  when  he  had  been 
moved,  only  without  the  mustaches.  She  had  meant  it,  what  she  said, 
truly,  and  he  knew  that  she  could  feel  what  troubled  him,  and  was 
wary.  But  he  told  himself  she  did  not  understand.  That  she  was 
simple.  And  he  rejected  her  at  that. 

It’s  not  quite  morbid,  he  said  to  his  mother,  wary  also,  but  gently. 
It’s  more  a  fascination.  A  getting  round  to  realizing  that  you  just 
don’t  have  forever.  That  being  by  that  huge  old  tree,  leaning  on  its 
age,  has  splendor  -  touching  its  life  directly.  And  its  life  -  a  life  that 
has  been  touching  directly  or  indirectly  so  many  lives  before  me,  and 
will  after  me.  It  was  an  experience  akin  to  religion.  It  is  that.  I  felt 
closer  to  God  than  I  have  ever  before  in  any  Church. 

He  knew  he  should  not  speak  that  way,  but  he  continued  to, 
repeating  himself,  knowingly  repeating,  and  doing  so  because  he 
could  not  find  the  correct  way  to  express  himself.  And  he  groped. 
Using  his  words,  his  hands,  the  room,  his  love,  his  mother  -  all,  -  to 
help  him  tell  them  that  he  had  realized  his  futility  -  and  also, 
simultaneously  -  his  own  debt  to  living.  That  he  owed  life  that.  To 
live  for  life,  he  said,  and  to  make  it  complete  in  itself  because  of 
itself.  It  is  great  to  be  alive  -  and  it  is  a  great  responsibility,  that 
continually  hounds  you  to  live  up  to  it,  to  return  it  completely,  and 
to  give  back  to  it  all  that  it  has  given  to  you:  your  own  very  life,  the 
greatest  gift,  in  which  is  wrapped  up  all  of  the  other  so-called  ‘gifts’. 


Ellen  watched  him,  trying  to  understand,  remembering  the  way  he 
looked  at  her,  wanting  to  call  him  fresh  for  his  hints  at  intimate 
relationship,  and  thought  she  understood  some  of  what  he  was 
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obviously  reaching  out  for  wildly,  yet  rooted  solidly,  somewhere 
inside  him.  His  mother  sat  and  kept  her  mother’s  emotion  from 
welling  out  into  her  reprimanding  voice,  because  he  was  a  man.  But 
she  was  hurt,  by  what  he  had  said  of  God.  But  she  sat  still,  trying,  in 
her  mother’s  way,  to  understand  her  grown-up  son. 

Ellen  stayed  for  dinner,  and  afterwards  Forbes  and  Ellen  went 
outside,  the  fresh  dark  having  newly  followed  the  dipping  of  the  sun. 
They  walked  through  the  garden,  her  hand  loosely  in  his,  but  warm. 
Both  were  hushed,  as  the  world  they  walked.  Only  the  occasional 
hooting  of  an  owl,  from  the  wood,  or  an  automobile  horn  from  the 
distance,  could  be  heard.  Forbes  found  it  difficult  to  distinguish  the 
owl  from  the  horn. 

He  was  thinking  about  what  he  had  said,  that  he  owed  a  debt  to 
life,  and  how  strange  a  thing  it  was  to  say.  Most  feel  it  is  the  other 
way  round,  he  thought.  And  what  was  it?  And  why  was  it?  And 
Ellen  walked,  content  to  be  silent,  thinking  about  the 
hollow-cheeked  youth,  tall  -  inches  over  her  -  yet  slim,  almost  skinny 
-  and  wondered  what  secrets  lay  hidden  under  his  deep  brown  eyes, 
and  why  his  brows  would  wrinkle  subtly,  very  subtly,  on  occasion 
when  she  turned  her  head  and  saw  his  lowered  head  in  thought.  Their 
direction  meandered  indiscriminately,  of  its  own  motor,  seeking  a 
distance  at  the  end  of  which  to  stop.  But  where  was  that?  She  did 
not  know.  Yet  she  cared  little,  if  any,  where  it  lay. 

A  penny  for  them?  she  inquired,  her  voice  subdued,  but  clear, 
without  restraint. 

The  words  caressed  him,  and  he  stopped;  no  longer  need  he  move: 
this  was  where  they  sought,  she  thought. 

Ellen,  I’ve  been  thinking  again.  Perhaps  one  thinks  too  much 
sometimes,  and,  like  anything,  too  much  is  never  good  for  you.  But  - 
can  you  ever  think  too  much  about  something  as  involved  as 
ourselves? 

She  stood,  somewhat  bored,  yet  willingly  open  to  his  mind.  She 
wanted  to  listen  to  him  -  for  him. 

You  know,  he  continued,  his  voice  pastoral,  gently  caressing  her, 
now  -  when  I  was  at  school,  I  never  had  time  to  think.  I  tried  to 
make  my  time,  but  it  was  useless.  If  you  want  to  think,  you  are  more 
aware  of  all  the  distractions.  It  is  something  that  comes  to  you ,  and 
says  do  you  want  me?  Not  something  you  go  after.  The  dormitories 
would  drive  anyone  mad.  All  those  wonderful  things  we’ve  developed 
for  our  pleasure,  they  only  drive  away  our  thought.  I  left  there;  I 
couldn’t  take  the  school.  And  I  feel  guilty  about  it.  But  I  shouldn’t. 
He  paused.  Here,  he  said,  in  the  country,  things  are  slower,  and  the 
minds  tend  that  way.  I  don’t  know  why.  Reasons  don’t  manifest 


51 


instantly  always.  But  our  speech  is  slower,  our  actions  -  it  just  is  -  not 
like  the  city.  The  university,  with  all  its  factory-like  learning,  the 
so-called  learning.  It  was  small,  but  it  was  not  immune  from  those 
elements  that  define  the  ‘world’  as  we  know  it.  I’m  boring  you,  I 
know. 

No,  she  said,  softly,  looking  into  his  eyes,  You’re  not,  Jimmy. 

I’ve  wanted  to  paint  since  I  was  little.  I  was  going  to  be  the 
greatest  artist  since  Da  Vinci.  All  would  be  in  my  work. 

Ellen’s  thoughts  strayed  her  to  this,  away  from  his  speaking,  But 
you're  only  twenty  one!  What  is  this  morbidity?  She  wanted  to  ask, 
but  dared  not. 

I  would  inherit  the  ages,  he  continued,  their  traditions  would  be 
bound  up  inside  me,  as  if  I  were  one  of  those  contest  bins  they  spin, 
and  reach  into  to  pull  out  a  card  -  a  winner.  And  I  would  be  it:  the 
card,  the  winner;  in  me  would  be  all  that  has  ever  been,  capsulized, 
there  for  all  to  look  at  -  at  my  works  -  and  inherent  in  the,  in  me, 
would  be  all  the  answers,  all  of  art  and  history  -  all  of  the  peoples  of 
the  world,  ever,  and  their  hopes,  and  all  of  the  things  that  matter  to 
people.  But  today  I  say,  at  the  kitchen  table,  that  I  owe  a  debt  to 
life.  To  life.  Life  owes  me  nothing. 

He  paused  again.  She  felt  the  air  chilly. 

I’m  still  young,  he  said.  But  he  looks  so  old,  she  thought. 

I’m  only  twenty  one,  he  said  -  at  last  a  man,  they  say  -  and  just 
beginning.  But,  if  you’ll  excuse  me,  even  as  I’m  telling  you  this, 
which  seems  even  to  me  to  be  grossly  immature  in  its  expression,  I 
feel  very,  very  old. 

She  felt  him  now  deeply.  She  could  not  comprehend  the  currents 
that  crossed  and  writhed  inside  of  him,  but  knew  that  they  were 
there:  alive  and  writhing,  chashing  and  kicking  and  splashing 
viciously. 

And  suddenly:  very  suddenly  because  of  the  pastoral  day  she  had 
spent,  his  quick  move  and  laughing  Come  with  me  to  the  tree!  caught 
her  completely  unaware,  almost  with  a  shock  that  hurt,  that  hurt  her 
instead  of  giving  joy  as  it  should  have,  as  she  knew  it  should;  and  as 
she  ran  with  him,  pulled  by  his  strong  arm,  blossomed  out  into 
delight.  A  free,  living  warmth  filled  her,  as  she  cut  the  cool  dry 
summer  night  with  her  body,  part  of  his,  her  hand  tight  with  his  in 
the  rush. 

When  they  reached  the  wood  the  moon  seemed  to  follow  just 
before  them  with  its  beam,  lighting  a  path  for  them  -  no  wider  -  just 
for  them.  And  she  wasn’t  afraid  of  the  dark  depths  that  lay  to  each 
side  of  her,  like  the  Red  Sea,  threatening,  but  simultaneously  tame  in 
its  parting.  On  they  sped.  It  seemed  so  fast,  as  if  they  were  birds  in 
the  air,  flying  through  the  parted  darkness,  seeking  the  tree  -  the  big 
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old  tree  that  grasped  him  vehemently,  so  totally. 

And  then,  as  if  they  had  never  moved  -  almost  as  if  in  the  interval 
of  timelessness  the  tree  had  come  to  them  -  it  stood  before  them. 
The  huge  and  regal  grey  column  rising  into  nothingness.  The  trunk 
only  was  visible.  Above  it  was  the  pitch  of  night.  It  was  as  if  the 
great  foliage  that  enveloped  them  was  the  end  of  everything,  huge, 
black,  forboding,  and  yet  gentle,  as  if  it  were  an  umbrella,  opened  to 
protect  them. 

Forbes  started  to  strike  at  the  trunk  in  a  sudden  ecstasy, 
repeatedly,  shouting  What  are  you?  What  are  you?  repeatedly, 
horrendously,  in  an  inexorable  fit  of  frenzy,  appoplectic.  And  the 
girl  shied  away,  frightened  by  the  man,  completely  insane  with  his 
question.  Ellen  fell,  tripping  on  a  stump,  into  the  brush,  hurting 
herself,  ripping  her  skirt  and  stocking,  in  a  white  hot  silence,  feeling 
the  power  of  his  madness  near  her  with  its  mad  frenzied  rage,  slicing 
her,  butchering  her  alive,  her  body  shaking  without  control  -  the  man 
like  a  demon  flailing  the  indifference  of  the  reticent  tree.  Her  head 
reeled  and  her  heart  beat  viciously  at  her,  has  he  at  the  tree,  in  the 
same  insane  frenzy,  until  she  blacked  out,  and  all  was  as  the  great 
night-black  canopy  above  her. 

When  she  woke,  she  found  her  vision  hazy,  forgetting  the  night. 
And  slowly  she  heard  a  cry,  as  if  an  animal,  a  dog  perhaps,  lay 
whimpering,  hurt,  somewhere  nearby.  And  then  she  remembered. 
And  she  was  scared.  How  long  it  had  been,  that  she  lay  there,  in 
fainting,  she  did  not  know.  But,  below  that  awful  tree,  the  great 
silent  and  secret  tree,  sprawled  Jim  Forbes,  or  what  had  been  once 
Jim  Forbes,  wrapped  in  himself,  crying  like  a  hurt  dog.  She  watched 
him.  Remembered  his  ears  pricking  up  in  the  afternoon,  when  she 
spoke  his  name,  and  she  became  more  frightened  -  repulsed. 
Watching  all  the  time  in  rapt  suspension  as  if  entranced,  at  him,  lying 
there,  crying  and  wriggling  uncontrollably.  She  was  held  by  the 
magic  of  her  fascination.  What  was  this  creature?  she  thought.  What 
was  it  and  why  was  it  created  at  all?  And  why  was  it  lent  to  fill  her 
heart  and  empty  it  out  with  loathing?  She  loathed,  repulsed  by  his 
plight,  and  she  gained  her  footing,  awkwardly,  watching  him,  feeling 
the  pain  of  her  body  as  if  it  were  his,  yet  loathe  to  touch  him  or 
speak,  because  she  knew  not  how.  She  knew  now  what  he  was  or 
how  to  speak  or  to  know  because  he  was  not  part  of  her,  but  part  of 
something  else  she  did  not  know.  Or  want  to  know.  Perhaps  the  tree 
knew.  But  it  would  not  speak.  Perhaps  he  knew,  but  he  could  not  say 
either.  Perhaps  she  knew,  she  thought  once  again,  but  would  never 
know  enough  to  tell. 
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First  Time  Around 


The  restless  years 
between  the  pages, 
left  over,  and 
hung  out  to  dry, 
like  scaffolds  around 
an  old  and  worn  resort, 

are  marigold  and  starling 
glazed,  forgotten, 
a  piece  of  time 
not  worth 
regretting. 

the  peace  and  passion, 
all  the  little  things, 
pervade  the  spatial  tone- 
a  long  and  scattered  fleet 
reflected  through  the  sun's 
gilded  eye 
repeat 

repeat  the  spiral  stars... 

a  moment  exploding. 

The  secret  telling 

of  witches  tales, 

the  walk  through  jewels 

and  laden  furs, 

the  peace  and  passion 

waiting, 

and  all  time 
as  tears, 
for  love  and  I 
are  one. 


John  Grainger 
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What  follows  is  an  experiment 
in  graphically  orientated  means 
of  self-expression 
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Anthony  J .  Lugris 
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pools  .  H  Touched  l 

■>er  siicky 

av\d 

i  1  cracked- 

X  stepped  all  over 

her 

sacred  body, 

5he 

rvad^ed  'hve  *^ud 

id  acknowledged, 

"H\a  ril 

vyn  you've  severed 

your  urntx  l<cal  ckorj 

'‘jVav, 

JVay  ,  mother .  1 1 

ue 

been  well  beaten 

ruptured  as  well 

The 

conuersa."hor  was 

psychic. 

The 

Tew  pass  by 

The 

Tew  paSS  hy 

Tew  pass  by 

"The 

Tew  pass  by  The 

•Pei 

-o  pass  by  The  Pew 

■the 

pass  by  +he  -Pew. 

pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass 
pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pas^> 

pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass  pass 

paas  pass 


IE*\  -VV»e  widdlt  c4  'trv./1'ncj  +o  bold  M  d’O 
eviet-Y^/ng 


you  oum 

Jei  ii  hrtWL  osnck 

QAL 

s —  00(u)M  V across 


AjJU, 


Jml  oJUL  AjQto 


I 


oewt  em 


+i**e  4o  enjoy 


V 

audience 


Hs  so  far 

behind 


A  WOMAN 


for  all  its  worth 

is  less  than  I  can  tell 


the  woorrying 


that  follows 


0 oW"  'tS  tW" 


new  knoum 


closures 


doi\4 

Cctni  'tVy 


be  bronjM  W'iWI  ^resSm^  fW 

4i l\  if  'peiers 

onl 


I 


Bis  lkr£6 


Vne 


Self  bacrifi  ce 


0 


lW  only  c^ue^ti on  is  'I’bere 
i  s  no  question 

could  haue  spaces 
bcitueen  me 


boio 

Can  '1 

Jo  CAjan'f 

4ro 

nou)  wwcb  lite 
ccw  be 

made 

bou)  wi*cb  'VmrUei' 


% 


et  covnin 


anti  "VWsc  mc h 
'I  r\  -VVie'ir  j  obs 

CaiA  have  so  we  too 


a  qui  cc  k.  e  e 


+ime  is  noi  looco  I  koou ; 
u>^a*t  do  you  knouj 

you  and  JL 


Mev)eir 

Mem 


hot-eueir 


Backed  irvi’o  a.  co^DGl" 


to  hat 

U)  Wad- 


is 


;+ 


IS  QOvu 


^kina 


movement 

-french 

( you  come) 

be  &aulle 


# 


rucTiue 


incom 


oe'tencv 


ujell  ani  alone 

could  X  just  stavf  Were 
yes  ay\d  no 

my  parents  clon'd  -throw  aarba^e 

awcJA/ 


/ 


Leiier^  *h  “tine  Universe  ° 


Tile  woweni 


is 


mdescrxboM^ 


hou>  wore  ea^auuoirj 
be  u>orfk  than  the  energy 


3e.lie.ve  in  belief 


yes 

yes 

yes 

Nt 


V^aue  no4V\i^  wore  oy^  ^ 
losing  it  to.stfil' 


NO 

NO 

NO 

NO 


I  ill  *vwn da.ni4y 


S+ri  Wes 
like  ck. 

Woiwe.  run 

Suck  p ark 


back  +o  -towere 


/ 

rE  foaue  no 


ArtOT) 

1  ‘HO  H  B??Y 


There’s  being  in  touch 


your  hand  with  mine  so 
silently  emp hasaying 
feeling; 

a  beautiful  being 
in  touch 

with  the  being  that's  me 

and  i  feel  the  rain 
of  your  (both  inside 
and  out)  was 
splash  tenderly  into 
our  is... 

i  see  the  sun- 
glow 

through  the  fog  of 
nights, 

the  (might  never  have  been) 
memory 

becoming 


i  love 

the  (you)  being  in  touch 
with  me 


Robert  Hayden 
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Come  and  smell  the  rose  upon  a  thorn 
loosening  its  tattered  armor 
to  mourn  you  with  tears  of  dew. 


anthony  j.  lugris 
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